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s ERIES rus THIRD. 
BOOK I. 


- 


EZ BALLADSON KING ARTHUR, . 


X This Third Volume being chiefly devoted to Romantic 
3 Suh ect, may not be improperly introduced with fer 


flight Stridtures on the old MarRICAIT Romances: @ 
re the more worthy attention, as ſuch as have wwrit- 


ten on the nature and origin of Books of Ohivalry, ſrem 


id Laftens Allan: 2 7.2. Dr. Browne's 
q 5 of Poetry, n 
: | 


43 not to have known that the firſt compuſutions of this kind 
were in Verſe, and uſuaily ſung — 7 


On 


2 THE Avcient MITAICAL Romances, xc | 


f 3 | be firſt attempts at compoſition nog all barbarous 


nations, are ever faund to be Poetry and, Song. The 
—.— of their Gods and the atchievements of their 
roes, are uſually chanted at their feſtival, meetings 


Theſe are the firſt rudiments of Hiſtory. It is in this 


manner that the ſavages of North America preſerve the 


memory of paſt events“: and the ſame method is 


Hift. of the Riſe and Progreſ: 
known 
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known to have prevailed among our Saxon Anceſtors #. 
The ancient Britons had their BAR DS, and the Gothic 
nations their Sca Los, whoſe buſineſs it was to record 
the victories of their warriors, and the genealogies of 
their Princes, in a kind of -popular ſongs, which were 
committed to memory, and delivered down from one 
Reciter to another. So long as poetry continued a.dif- 
tinct profeſſion, and while the Bard, or Scald was a re- 
gular and ſtated officer in the Prince's court, theſe men 
are thought to have performed the functions of the hif- 
tot ĩan pretty faithfully ; for tho” their narrations would 
be * to receive a good deal of embelliſhment, they 
are ſuppoſed to have had at the bottom ſo much of 
truth as to ſerve for the baſis of more regular annals. 
At leaſt ſucceeding hiſtorians have taken up with the 
relations of theſe rude men, and for want of more au- 
thentic records, have agreed to allow them the credit 
of true hiſtoryſf. 
After letters began to prevail, and hiſtory aſſumed a 
more ſtable form, by being committed to plain ſimple 
proſe ; theſe Songs of the Scalds began to be more 
_ amuſing, than uſeful. And in proportion, as it became 
their buſineſs. chiefly to entertain and delight, they gave 
more and more into embelliſhment, and ſet off their re- 
citals with ſuch marvelous fictions, as were calculated 
to captivate groſs and ignorant minds. Thus began 
ſtories of adventures with giants and dragons, and 
witches and enchanters, and all the monſtrous extrava- 
ces of wild imagination, unguided by judgment, and 
uncorrected by art f. SE | 
THIS is the true origin of that ſpecies of Romance, 
which ſo long celebrated feats of Chivalry, and which 


at firſt in metre and afterwards in proſe, was the en- 


tertainment of our anceſtors, in common with their con- 
temporaries on the continent, till the fatire of Cer- 
* 1 3 vantes, 


4 
9 


„ Barth. Antiq. Dan. Lib. 1. Cap. 10.—Vid. Ta- 


cit. de Mor. Germ. 

1 See I Introd. a Þ Hift. de Dannemarc. par Mal- 
let. 4to. 1755. pag. 31. 7 

Ne Vid Infra, 
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= pantes, or rather the increaſe of knowledge and claſſi 
cal literature, drove them off the, ſtage, to make room 
for a mote refined ſpecies of fiction, under the name of 
French Romances, copied from the Greek 
That our old Romances of Chivalry are derived in a 
nneal deſcent from the ancient hiſtorical ſongs of the 
* ScxLvs, is inconteſtible, becauſe there are many of 
them ſtill preſerved in the North, which exhibit all the 
'Z ſeeds of Chivalry before it became a ſolemn inſtitu- 
tion +. © CarvaLay, as a diltin& military order, 
( conferred in the way of inveſtiture, and accompanied 
4 with the ſolemnity of an oath, and other ceremo- 
ee nies” was of later date, and ſprung out of the feu- 
dal conſtitution, as an elegant writer has lately ſhown 1. 
But the ideas of Chivalry prevailed long before in all 
the Gothic nations, and may be diſcovered as in embria 
in the cuſtoms, manners, and opinions, of every branch 
of that people||. That fondneſs of going in queſt of 
adventures, that ſpirit of challenging to ſingle combat, 
and that reſpectful complaiſance — to the fair ſex, 
(fo different from the manners of the Greeks and Ro- 
mans) all are of Gothic origin, and may be traced up 
to the earlieſt times among all the northern nations fl. 
Theſe exiſted long before the feudal ages, tho' they 
were called forth and ſtrengthened in a peculiar man- 
ner under that conſtitution, and at length arrived to 
their full maturity in the times of the Cruſades, fo re- 
plete with romantic adyentures. oy ; * 
Eve x the common arbitrary fictions of Romance were 
(as is hinted above) moſt of them familiar to the ancient 
Scalds of the North, long before the times of the 
Cruſades. They believed the exiſtence of Giants and 
j a 2 Dwarfs 


* Viz. As TRAA, CASSAN DRA, CLELIA, Ee. . 
| + Mallet --Int. a ] Hiſt. de Dannem. p. 2co. Edda. þ. 
264. pa ſin. 
treter. concerning Cbivalry. 8 O0. 1763. 
I Mallet, ps. N 
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Dwarfs *, they bad ſome notion of Fairies +, they were b : 
ſtrongly poſſeſſed with the belief of ſpells and inchant- 7 
ments t, and were fond of inventing combats and Da- 


„ 


gons and Monſtets ff. | 
We have aftriking inſtance of their turn for Chivalry 


and Romance, in the hiſtory of King Regner Lodbrog, © 
4 celebrated warrior and pirate, who reigned in Den- 
mark about the 1 K Ibis hero tgnalized his 

dit of gallantry. A Swediſh prince had 
4 beautiful daughter, whom he intruffed (probably * 
during ſome expedition). to the care of one of his offi- 


youth by an exp 


cers, aſſigning a ſtrong caſtle for their defence. The 
Officer fell in love with his ward, and detained her in 
Bis caſtle, in ſhite of all the efforts of her father. Upon 
this he publiſhed a proclamation, through all the neigh- 
bouting countries, thar whoeyer would conquer the 
 favither and refcue the Lady ſhould have her in marri- 
age. Of all that undertook the adventure, Regner alone 
was fo happy as to atchieve it : he dehivered the fair 
captive, and obtained her for his prize. —It happened 
that the name of this diſcourteous officer was Hias, 
Which in the Handic language ſignifes SERPENT: 
Wherefore the Sralds to give the more poetical turn to 
the adyetiture, reprefent the Lady as detained from her 
father by a deadfuf Dragon, and that Regner ſſew the 
monſter to ſer her at li erty. Even Regner himſelf, 
who was a celebrated poet, gives this fabulous, account 
of the exploit in a poem of his 


of his life 7. 


own writing that is ſtill 1 
extant, and which records all the valiant atchievements | 


WITH marvellous embelſiſhments of this kind the 
Scalds early began to decorate their narratives: and 


they 


1 


Mallet. p. 22. 


Fhofaur. V. 2. p. 311. 
1 % 1 
}} Rollofs Sage. Cap. 35. Ce. An 
Saxo Gram. p. 152. 153. Mallet. p. 20. 
See a Tranſlation of this poem, lately publiſhed among 
« Five pieces of Runic Poetry, $00. 1763.“ | 


+ Olaus Verel. ad Hervarer Saga. þ. 44. 45. Hithess | 
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3 had books of Chivalry in profe, Yet in both t 
countries the minſtrels ſtifl retained ſo much of their 
original inſtitution, as frequently to make true events 
the ſubject of their ſongs ; and indeed, as during the 
2 Harbarous ages, the regular hiftories were a all 
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key were the more laviſh of theſe in proportion as they 
7 departed from their original inftitution ; but it was a 
1 b Yam before they thought of delivering a ſet of 
per ö 
9 — multitude of romantic tales till preſerved in the 
XZ libraries of the North, moſt of them are fuppoſed to 
have had ſome foundation in truth, and the more anci- 
ent they are, the more they are believed to be connected 
with true hiſtory. * | 
It was not probably till after the hiſtorian and the 
* bard had been long diſunited, that the latter ventured 
at pure tion. At length when their buſineſs was no 
longer to inſtrutt or inform, but meerly to amuſe, it 
was no longer needful for them to adhere to truth. 


nages and adventures wholly feigned. Of the 


Then b 


egan fabulous and romantic ſongs which for a 
time prevailed in France and before 


writ in Latin by the Monks, the memory of events was 


preſerved and propagated among the ignorant laity by 
q * wy other means than the popular Songs of the 
= Minſtrels. | 


IHE inhabitants of Sweden, Denmark and Norway, 
being the lateſt converts to Chriſtianity, retained their 
original manners and opiniens longer than the other 
nations of Gothic race: and therefore they have pre- 
ſerved more of the genuine compoſitions of their anci- 
ent poets, than their ſouthern neighbours. Among 
theſe the progreſs from poetical hiſtory to poetical fic- 


: | tion is very diſcernable : they have ſome of the latter 


Y. a3 kind, 


| Vid. Mallet. 


+ The Editor's MS. contains = multitude of prems of 
this latter kind. It was from this cuftom of the Minſtre 


3 that fore of var firft Hifterians worote their Chronicles in 


verſe, as 


ob. of G loucefler, Harding, c. 


— 
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kind, that are in affect complete Romances of Chival- 
ry. They have alſo a multitude of Sa cas + or hiſ- 


tories on romantic ſubjects, containing a mixture of 


proſe and veiſe, of various dates, ſome of them writ- 


ten ſince the times of the Cruſades, others long before: 
but their narratives in verſe only are eſteemed the wore 
ancient. a | 60 

With regard to the Saxons and Franks, who it ſhould 
ſeem had made their irruptions into Britain and Gaul, 
before proſe compoſitions were known in the North, 
they had originally their fabulous ſtories and tales of 
amuſement wholly in verſe, The firſt Romances of 
Chiyalry that were known in France were in metre t, 
and ſo were thoſe that were current in England. In 
both kingdoms tales in verſe were uſually ſung by min- 
ſtrels to the harp on feſtival occaſions: and probably 
both nations derived their relith for this fort of enter- 


tainment from their Gothic anceſtors, without borrow- 


ing it either from the other. In both nations narrative 
ſongs on true or fictitious ſubjects had doubtleſs ob- 
tained from the earlieſt times. But the profeſſed Ro- 


Y : 0 | _ 
* 4 * ** be e + 
was oo, RAS 
- y 
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mances of Chivalry ſeem to have been firſt compoſed in | 3 


France; where allo they had their name. | 

The Latin Tongue, as is obſerved by an ingenious 
writer ||, ceaſed to be ſpoken in France about the ninth 
century, and was ſucceeded by what was called the 
Romance tongue, a mixture of the language of the 
Franks and, bad Latin, As the Songs of Chivalry be- 
Gs 198k {1 WIe Came 


1 


* * bie at the end of Pp Edda gay M. Mallet. 
401756. 


7 ends Hill. Stud. Etym. 17 I 1.2. 179, SH . Hickes's . | 


 Theſaur. Vol. 2. p. 314. 
1 San Graal, Perceval, Lancelot du Lac, &c. were 
among the firfl proſe Ramances in French, yet theſe were 
originally compoſed in metre. See a Note of Wantey's in 
"Harl. Catalog. Num. 2252. p. 49, Cc. Nicholſon's Eng. 
Hift. Library. 2d. Ed. p. 91. Cc. See alſo. a curious 
Collect. of old French Romances with Mr. Wanley's account 
of _ ſort of pieces in Harl. MSS. Cat. 978. 106. 
f| The Author of the Eſſay on the Genius of Pope, p. 28 2. 
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came the moſt popular compoſitions in that language, 
they were emphatically called Romans or ROMAN TS; 
tho' this name was at firſt given to any piece of Poetry. 
The Romances of Chivalry can be traced as early as the 
eleventh Century“. Le Roman de Brut by Maiſtre Eu- 
ſtache was written in 1155: But it is well known to Hiſ- 
torians, that (long before this) when William the Con- 


queror with his Normans marched down to the battle 
of Haſtings, they animated themſelves by linging (in 


| ſome popular Romance or Ballad) the exploits ot Ro- 
land, the Great Hero of Chiyalry. 


So early as this I cannat trace the Songs of Chivalry 


4 in Engliſh. The moſt ancient I have ſeen, is that of 
| Hornechild deſcribed below, which ſeems not earlier 
than the twelith century. However, as this rather 


reſembles the Saxon poetry, than the French, it is not 


| certain that the firſt Engliſh Romances were tranſlated 
ftom that language. We have ſeen above that a pro- 
© penlity to this kind of fiction prevailed among all the 
Gothic nations; and, tho” after the Norman Conqueſt, 
both the French and Engliſh tranſlated each others Ro- 
mances, there is no room to doubt, but each of them 


compoſed original pieces of their own. 

The ſtories of King Arthur and his round table, may 
be reaſonably ſuppoſed of the growth of this iſland ; 
both the Engliſh and the French had -them from the 
Britons f. The ſtories of Guy and Bevis, with ſome 
others, were probably the invention of Engliſh Min- 
ſtrels: on the other hand, the Englith procured tran- 
ſlations of ſuch Romances as were moſt current in 
France, and in the Liſt given at the concluſion of theſe 
Remarks, many are doubtleſs of French original. 

The firſt ROSE books of Chivyalry that appeared in 
our language, were thoſe printed by Caxton ; at leaft, 

; thele 


* [bid. p. 283. Hift. Lit. Tom. 6. 7. | 
+ The Welſh have ſome very old Romances about K. 
Arthur, but as theſe are in proſe, they are not probably 
their firſt pieces that were compoſed on that ſubje@. 
1 Kecuyel of the Hyſtoryes of Troy, 1471. Godfroye of 
Boloyne, 1481. Le Morte de Arthur, 1485. The 4 of 
a 4 arle- 
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"theſe are the firſt I have been able to diſcover, and 


theſe are all tranſlations from the French. Whereas 
Romances of this kind had been long current in metre, 
and were ſo generally admired in the time of Chaucer, 
that his Rhyme of fir Thopas was evidently written to 
1dicule and burleſque them *. 

- He expreſsly mentions ſeveral of them by name in a 
ſtanza, which I ſhall have occaſion to quote more than 
once in this volume. 


Men ſpeken of Romaunces of Price, - 
Of Horne-Child, and Ipotis, 
Of Bevis, and fir Guy, 
Of Sir Libeaux and Blandamoure, 
But Sir Thopas bereth the flour, 
Of riall chevallrie. ; 
- Moſt, if not all, of theſe are ſtill extant in MS. in 
ſome or other of our libraries, as I ſhall 'hew in the 
concluſion of this flight Effay, where I ſhall give a lift 


of ſuch metrical Hiſtories and Romances as have fallen 


under my obſervation. 5 | 
As many of theſe contain a conſiderable portion of 
Ic merit, and throw great light on the manners and 
inions of former times, it were to be wiſhed that 
ſome of the beſt of them were reſcued from oblivion. 
A judicious collection of them accurately publiſhed 
with proper illuſtrations, would be an important ac- 
ceſſion to our ſtock of ancient Engliſh Literature. __ 


| e 1485. Cc. As the old Minſtrelſy wore out, 


proſe books of Chivalry became more admired, eſpecially 
after the e 3 Romances began to be tranſlated into 
Engliſh towards the end of 9. Elizabeth's reign : then the 
moſt popular metrical Romances began to be reduced into 
proſe, as Sir Guy, Bevis, Ec. 

See Extra from a Letter in Mr. Warton's Obſerva- 
tions, Vol. 2. p. 139. [Where in p. 140. inſtead of ** Moſt. 
« of theſe, &c” read © Many of the old poetical Ro- 
« mances are in the very lame metre, £c.——-The old 
Llaclł- lerter Eds. N. p. 142. proves to be one of Speght's.] 


AND BALLA DS. ix 


df them exhibit no mean attempts at Epic Poetry, and 
Z tho? full of the exploded fictions of Chivalry, frequently 
7 diſplay great deſcriptive and inventive powers in the 
* Bards, who compoſed them. They are at leaſt gene- 
rally equal to any other poetry of the ſame age. They 


cannot indeed be put in competition with the nervous 
productions of ſo univerfal and commanding a genius 
as Chaucer, but they have a ſimplicity that makes them 
be read with leſs interruption, and be more eaſily un- 


derſtood: and they are far more ſpirited and entertain- 
ing than the tedious allegories of Gower, or the dull 
and prolix legends of Lydgate. Yet, while ſo much 
; ſtreſs | 

treat of Engli 


s is laid upon the writings of theſe laſt, by ſuch as 
k poetry, the old metrical Romances tho 
far more popular in their time are hardly known to ex- 
iſt. But it has happened unluckily that the antiquaries, 
who have revived the works of our ancient writers, 
have been for the moſt part men void of taſte and ge- 
nius, and therefore have always faſtidiouſly rejected the 
old poetical Romances, becauſe founded on fictitious 
or popular ſubje&s, while they have been careful to 
grub up every petty fragment of the moſt dull and infipid 
rhimiſt, whole merit it was todeform morality, or obſcure 
true hiſtory. Should the public encourage the revival 
of ſome of thoſe ancient Epic fongs of Chivalry, they 
would frequently ſee the rich ore of an Arioſto or a 
Taſſo, tho buried it may be among the rubbiſh and 
droſs of barbarous times. 
Such a publication would anſwer many important 
uſes : It would throw new light on the riſe and pro- 
greſs of Englith poetry, the Liltory of which can be 
but imperfectly underitood, if theſe are neglected: it 
would alſo ſerve to illuftrate innumerable paſſages in 
our ancient claſſic poets, which without their help 
muſt be for eyer obſcure. For not to mention Chaucer 
and Spenſer, who abound with perpetual alluſions to 
them ; I ſhall give an inſtance or two from Shakeſpeare, 
by way of ſpecimen of their uſe. 


- 


In his play of Kino Joun our great Dramatic poe 
alludes to an exploit of Richard I, which the reader 
; - will 


K „PP RO —_ — 


vill in vain look for-in any true hiſtory. Faulconbridg 
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fays to his mother, AQ. 1. ſc. 1. 
Needs muſt you lay your heart at his diſpoſe 
„ Againſt whoſe furie and unmatched force, ; 
The awleſſe lion could not wage the fight 

« Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand: 
He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts 

% May eaſily winne a woman's:“— 

The fact here referred to, is to be traced to its ſource 


only in the old Romance of RrcHARD Ceur DE Ly- 


on“, in which his encounter with a Lyon makes a 
very ſhining figure. I ſhall give a large extrat from 
this poem, as a ſpecimen of the manner of theſe old 
rhapſodiſts. and to thew that they did not in their fic- 
tions neglect the proper means to produce the ends, as 


was afterwards done in fo childiſh a manner in the proſe 


books of Chiyalry : | 


The poet tells us, that Richard in his return from 
the Holy Land having been diſcovered in the habit of 


a palmer in Almayne,” and apprehended as a ſpy, 


was by the king thrown into priſon. Wardrewe the 
King's fon hearing of Richard's great ſtrength, deſires 
the jailor to let him have a fight of his priſoners. Rich- 
ard being the foremoſt, Waidrewe aſks bim < if he date 
„ ſtand a buffet from his hand?“ and that on the mor- 
row he ſhall return him another. Richard conſents and 
receives a blow that ſtaggers him. On the morrow, 
having previouſly waxed his hands, he waits his anta- - 

oniſts arrival. Wardrewe accordingly, proceeds the 
ſtory, held forth as a trewe man,” and Richard gave 
him ſuch a blow on the cheek, as broke his jaw-bone 
and killed him on the ſpot. The king to revenge the 
| | 2585 "Wis death 


* Dr. Grey has fhewn that the ſame ſtary is alluded to 
mn Raſlell's Chronicle: As it was doubtleſs originally 
bad from the Romance, this is proof that the wy me- 
trical Romances throw light on our old writers in proſe : 
many of our ancient Hiſtorians have recorded the fitions 
of Romance. SOS bee 


* 
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death of his ſon orders by the advice of one Eldrede, 
that a Lion kept — from food. ſhould be turn- 


ed looſe upon Richard. But the king's daughter hav- 
ing fallen in love with him, tells him of hei father's 


reſolution, and at his requeſt procures him forty ells of 
white ſilk “ kerchers ;” and here the deſcription of the 


Combat begins, | 

The kever-chefes “ he toke on honde, 
And aboute his arme he wonde; 
And thought in that ylke while, 
To flee the lyon with ſome gyle. 
And ſyngle in a kyrtyll he ſtode, 
And abode the lyon fvers and wode. 
With that came the jaylere, 
And other men that wyth him were, 
And the lyon them amonge ; 
His pawes were ſtiffe and ftronge. 
The chambre dore they undone, 
And the lyon to them is gone. 
Rycharde ſayd, Helpe, lorde Jeſu ! 
The lyon made to hym venu, 
And wolde hym have all to rente : 

; Kynge Rycharde beſyde hym glente f. 

| The lyon on the breſte hym ſpurned, 
That aboute he tourned. 
The lyon was hongry and megre, 
And bette his tayle to be egre; _ 
He loked aboute as he were madde ; 
Abrode he all his pawes ſpradde. 
He cryed lowde, and yaned t wyde. 
Kynge Rycharde bethought hym that tyde, 
What hym was bette, and to hym ſterte, 
In at the throte his honde he gerte, 


- 


And 
1. e. Handkerchiefs. Here we have the etymolog y' 
the word, wiz. © Covre le chef.” 
+ 4. e. glanced, flipt. i. e. yawned: 


- 
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And hente out the herte with his honde, 
Lounge and all that he there fonde. | 
- 1 "The lyon fell deed to the grounde: 
© Rycharde felt no wem “, ne wounde. 
He fell on his knees in that place, 
And thanked Jeſu of his grace. 


#* .* «„ * * 


Fe 


What follows is not ſo well, and therefore I ſhall extract 
no more of this, poem: but the preceding circumſtances 
are not unworthy the ſelection of any Epic poet. — For 
the above feat the author tells us, the king was de- 
ſervedly called | 


Stronge Rycharde cure du Lyowne. 


Tnar diftich which Shakeſpeare puts in the mouth 
of his madman in K. Lzar, A. 3. 1c. 4. | 


Mice and Rats and ſuch ſmall deere 
Have been Tom's food for ſeven long yeare. 


has excited the attention of the critics. Inſtead of 
deere, one of them would ſubſtitute peer; and another, 
cheer f. But the ancient reading is eſtabliſhed by the 
old Romance of Six Bevis which Shakeſpeare had 
doubtleſs often heard ſung to the Harp, This diſtich 
is part of a deſcription there given of the hardſhips ſuf- 
fered by Bevis, when conhned for ſeven years in a 

dungeon. 7 


Rattes and myſe and ſuch ſmal dere 
Was his meate that ſeven yere. Sign. F. iii. 


Ix different parts of this work, the Reader will find 
various extracts from theſe old poetical Legends: to 
which I refer him for farther examples of their ſtyle 
and metre. To compleat this fubje&, it will be pro- 
per to give at leaſt one ſpecimen of their ſkill in diftri- 
buting and conducting their fable, by which it will be 
ſeen” that nature and common ſenſe had ſupplied to 
_ theſe old ſimple bards the want of critical art, and 


| | taught 
i. e. hurt. + Bp. Warb.—Dr. Grey. N 
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taught them ſome of the moſt efſential rules of Epic 
Poetry. ſhall ſelect the Romance of LI IVS Disco- 
ius “, as being one of thoſe mentioned by Chaucer; 
and either ſhorter or more intelligible than the others 
he has quoted. | | | 
If any Epic Poem may be defined, + A fable re- 
e lated by a poet, to .excite admiration and inſpire 
% virtue, by repreſenting the action of ſome one heroe, 
« favoured by heaven, who executes a great deſign, 
« ſpite of all the obſtacles that oppoſe him: I know 
not why we ſhould withhold the name of Eric Poe 
from the piece which I am about to analyſe. 
My copy is divided into IX PARTS or Cantos, the 
ſeveral arguments of which areas follows. - 


Panxry I. 


Opens with a ſhort exordium to beſpeak attention: 
the Heroe is deſcribed, a natural fon of fir Gawain a 
celebrated knight of K. Arthut's court, who being 
brought up in a foreſt by his mother, is kept ignorant 
of his name and deſcent. He early exhibits marks of 
his courage by killing a 2 in ſingle combat, who 
encountered him as he was hunting. Fhis inſpices him 
with a deſite of ſeeking adventures: therefore cloath- 
ing himſelf in his enemy's armour, he goes to K. Ar- 
thur's Court to requeſt the order of knighthood. His 

ueſt granted, he obtains a promiſe of having the 
adventure aſſigned him that ſhall offer. —A damſel 
named Ellen, attended by a dwarf, comes to implore 
K. Arthur's aſſiſtance, to reſcue a young Princeſs, ** the 
Lady of Sinadone” their miſtreſs, who is detained from 
her rights and confined in priſon. The adventure is 
claimed by the young knight Sir Lybius: the king aſ- 
ſents: the meſſengers axe diſſatisfied and object to his 
outh: but are forced to acquieſce. And here the firſt 
ok cloſes with a deſcription of the ceremony of 
equipping him forth. | . 
L Paxr 

Fo it is intitled in the Editor's MS. ; 

+ Vid. Diſcours ſur la Poefie Epigue, prefixed to 
TELEMAQUE.. 
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Sir Lybius ſet out on the adventure: he is derided by 2 
the dwarf and the damſel for his youth: they come to 
the bridge of Perill, which noze can paſs without en- 
countering a knight called William de la Braunch: Sir 
Lybius is challenged : they jouſt with their ſpears : De 
la Braunch is une: the battle is renewed on 
foot: Sir William's fword breaks: he yields: Sir Lybius 
makes him ſwear to go and prefent himfelf to K. Ar- 
thur, as the firſt-fruits of his valour. The conquered 
knight ſets out for K. Arthur's court: is met by three 
knights his relations: who informed of his diſgrace, 
vow revenge, and purſue the conqueror. The next 
day they overtake him: the eldeſt of the three attacks 
him: but is overthrown to the ground. The two other 
brothers aſſault him: Sir Lybius is wounded : yet cuts 
off the ſecond brother's arm: the third yields: Sir Ly- 
bius ſends them all to K. Arthur. In the third evening 
he is awaked by a dwarf, who has diſcovered a fire in a 
wood. 


iir . / 


Sir Lybius arms him, and leaps on horſeback : he 
finds two Giants roaſting a wild boar, who have a fair 
Lady their captive. Sir Lybius by favour of the night 
tuns one of them through with his ſpear : is affaulted 
by the other : a fierce — enſues: he cuts off the 
iant's arm, and at length his head. The reſcued Lady 
an Earl's daughter) tells hun her ſtory: leads him to 
her father's caſtle: who entertains him with a great 
feaſt; and preſents him at parting with a ſuit of ar- 
* and a ſteed. He ſends the giant's head to king 
ur. | | 


3 IV. 


Sir Lybius, maid Ellen and the dwarf renew their 
journey: they ſee a caſtle ſtuck round with human 
heads: are informed it belongs to a knight called ſir 
Gefferon, who in honour of his lemman or miſtreſs, 
challenges all comers: He that can produce a 1 

ö | ; 
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lady, is to be rewarded with a milk-white falcon, but 
if overcome, to loſe his head. Sir Lybius ſpends the 
night in the adjoining town: In the morning goes to 
challenge the falcon: The knights exchange their 
loves: they agree to juſt in the market place: the 
lady and maid Ellen are placed aloft in chairs: theit 
dreſſes: the ſuperior beauty of fir Gefferon's miſtrefs 
deſcribed : the ceremonies previous to the combat : 
they engage: the combat deſcribed at large: fir Gef- 
feron is incurably hurt; and carried home on his ſhield : 
Sir Lybius ſends' the falcon to K. Arthur: receives 
back a large preſent in florins: ſtays 45 days to be 
cured of his wounds, which he ſpends in feaſting with 
the neighbouring lords. | 


Pak +. Y. 


Sir Lybius proceeds for Sinadone : in a foreſt he 
meets a knight hunting, called fir Otes de Lifle : maid 
Ellen charmed with a very beautiful dog, begs fir Lybius 
to beſtow him upon her: Sir Otes meets them, and 
claims his dog: is refuſed : being unarmed he rides to 
his caſtle, and ſummons his attendants: they go in queſt 
of fir Lybius : a battle enfues : he is till victorious, and 


forces fir Otes to follow the other conquered knights 
to K. Arthur. 


Pi ain +; VL 


Sir Lybius comes to a fair city and caftle by a river- 
fide, beſet round with pavilions or tens : he is inform- 
ed, in the caſtle is a beautiful lady beſieged by a giant 
named Maugys, who keeps the bridge, and will let 
none paſs without doing him homage : this Lybius re- 
fuſes : a battle enſues : the giant deſcribed : the ſeve- 
ral incidents of the battle: which laſts a whole ſum- 
mer's day: the giant is wounded: put to flight : ſlain. 
The citizens come out in. proceſſion to meet their de- 
liverer : the lady invites him into her caſtle: falls in 
love with him; and ſeduces him to her embraces. He 
forgets. the Pres of Sinadone, and ftays with this 
bewitching lady a twelve month. This fair ſorcereſs, 

like another Alcina, intoxicates him with all kinds of 
| | 1 ſenſual 


wi ANCIENT SONGS 


ſenſual pleaſure ; and detains him from the purſuit of 
honour- i 


PAANT VII. 


Maid Ellen by chance gets an opportunity of ſpeak- 
ing to him: upbraids him with his vice and folly : he 
is filled with remorſe, and eſcapes the ſame evening: 
at length he arrives at the city and caſtle of Sinadone : 
Is given to underſtand that he mult challenge the con- 
ſtable of the caſtle to ſingle combat before he can be 
received as a gueſt : they jouſt: the conſtable is worſt- 
ed: Sir Lybius is feaſted in the caſtle : he declares his 
intention of delivering their lady ; and inquires the par- 
ticulars of her hiſtory. © Two Necromancers have 
built a fine palace by ſorcery, and there keep her in- 
chanted, till ſhe will ſurrender her dutchy to them, and 
yield to ſuch baſe conditions as they would impoſe.” 


j 
PART VIII. 


Early on the morrow Sir Lybius ſets out for the in- 
chanted palace: he alights in the court: enters the 
hall: the wonders of which are deſcribed in ſtrong Go- 
thic painting: he fits down at the high table: on a 
> Tudden all the lights are quenched, it thunders, lightens ; 
the palace ſhakes ; the walls fall to pieces about his 
ears: he is diſmayed and confounded : but preſently 
hears borſes neigh, and is challenged to ſingle combat 
by the ſorcerers : he gets to his ſtead : a battle enſues, 
with various turns of fortune: he loſes his weapon: 
but gets a ſword from one of the Necromancers, and 
wounds the other with it: the edge of the ſword being 
ſecretly poiſoned, the wound proves mortal, 

. \PaxrT IX n 

He goes up to the ſurviving ſorcerer, who is carried 
away from him by inchantment : at length he finds 
him, and cuts off his head : He returns to the palace 
to dehver the __ but ge find her: as he is la- 
menting, a window opens, through which enters a 
* ſerpent with wings and a woman's face: it 
8804 | coils 
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coils round his neck and kiſſes him: on a ſudden is 
converted into a very beautiful lady. She tells him ſhe 
is the Lady of Sinadone, and was ſo inchanted, till ſhe 
might kiſs Sir Gawain, or ſome one of his blood : that 
he has diſſolved the charm, and that herſelf and her 
dominions may be his reward. He joyfully accepts the 
offer, makes her his bride, and then ſets out with her 
for King Arthur's court. | 


Sucn is the fable of this ancient piece: which the 


reader may obſerve, is as 1 in its conduct, as 


any of the fineſt poems of claſſical antiquity. If the 
execution, particularly as to the diction and ſentiments, 
were but equal to the plan, it would be a capital per- 
formance ; but this is ſuch as might be expected in 
rude and ignorant times, and in a barbarous unpoliſhed 
language. 8 | 
| F ſhall concJude this prolix account, with a Lis r of 
ſuch old METzicas Romances as are till extant: 
beginning with thoſe mentioned by Chaucer. | 

1. The Romance of Horne childe is preſerved in the 
Britiſh Muſæum, where it is intitled pe zeſte of kyng 
Horne. See Catalog. Harl. MSS, 2253. p. 70. The 
Language is almoſt Saxon, yet from the mention in it 
of Sarazens, it appears to have been written after fome 
of the Cruſades. It begins thus, 


All heo ben blyÞe 
pat to my ſong ylyþe : 
A ſonz ychulle ou fins 
Of Allof pe zode kyng * &c. 

2. The Poem of Ipotis (or Ypotis) is preſerved in the 
Cotton Library, Calig. A. 2. '4 77. but is rather a re- 
ligious Legend, than a Romance. Its beginning is 

He bat wyll of wyſdom here | 
Herkeneth nowe ze may here 
Of a tale of holy wryte 
Seynt Jon the Evangelyſte wytneſſeth hyt. 
3. The 


* 7. e. May all they be blithe, that to my ſong liſten + 


A ſong 1 ſhall you fing, Of Allof the good king, Cc. 
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3. The Romance of Sir Huy, was written before that 
of Bevis, being quoted in it f. An account of this old 
poem is given below, pag. 86. To which I can now 
add, that two compleat copies in MS. are preſerved at 
Cambridge, the one in the public Library f, the other 
in that of Caius College, Claſs A. 8.—In Ames's Typog. 
p. 153. may be ſeen the firſt lines of the printed copy. 
— The 1t-MS. begins | 


Sythe the tyme that God was borne. 


' 4. Guy and Colbronde, an old Romance in three parts, 
is preſerved in the Editor's folio MS. (pag. 349.) It is 
in ſtanzas of 6 lines, the firſt of which may be ſeen in 
vol. 2. p. 126. Beginning | 


When meate and drinke is great plentye, 


5. The Romance of Hr Bewis is deſcribed in pag. 
181. of this vol. Two manuſcript copies of this poem 
are extant at Cambridge. vis. in the Public Library $, 
and in that of Caius Coll. Claſs A. 9. (5.)—The firſt 
of theſe begins, 5 


Lordyngs lyſtenyth grete and ſmale. 
4 The printed copies begin differently, r 
| Lyften, Lordinges, and hold you ſtyl. 


6. Libeaux ( Libeaus, or, Lybius) Diſconius is pre- 
ſerved in the Editor's folio MS. (pag. 317.) where the 
firſt ſtanza 1s | | 5 

Jeſus 


+ Sign. K. 2. C. . 
| t For this and moſt of the ning: aubich are men- 

' tioned as preſerved in the Public Library, I refer the 
reader to the Oxon Catalog. of MSS. 1697. wol. 2. pag. 
394. in Appendix to Bp. More's MSS. No. 690. 33. fince 

| given to the Univerſity of Cambridge. > | 

$ No. 690.4. 31. Vid. Catalog. MS. p. 394. 
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_ Jeſus Chriſt chriſten kinge, 
And his mother that ſweete thinge, 
Helpe them at their neede, 
That will liſten to my tale, 
Of a Knight I will you tell, 
A doughtye man of deede. 


An older copy is preſerved in the Cotton Library 
{Cal. A. 2. fol. 40.] containing innumerable variations: 
the firſt line is | 


Jeſu Cryſt our Savyour. 


5 As for Blandamoure, no Romance with this title has 
been diſcoveted; but as the word occurs in that of Li- 


| beaux, tis poſſidle Chaucer's memory deceived him. 


7. Le Morte Arthure, is among the Harl. MSS. 22 52. 
$. 49. This is judged to be a tranſlation from the 
rench; Mr. Wanly thinks it no older than the time of 
Hen. vii. but it ſeems to be quoted in Syr Bevis, Sign. 
K. jj. b. it begins 
. 
Lordinges, that are leffe and deare. 


In the Library of Bennet Coll. Cambridge, Nꝰ. 351. 
is a MS. intitled in the Cat. Ada Ariburis Metrico An- 
glicano, but I know not whether it has any thing in 
common with the former. | 


8. In the Editor's Folio MS. are many Songs and 


Romances about King Arthur and his Knights, ſome of 
which are very imperfect, as K. Arthur and the hing of 
Cornwall. ( 2 24.) in flanzas of 4 Lines, beginning 


Come here, my cozen Gawain ſo gay. 


The Turke and Gawain, (p. 38.) in ſtanzas of 6 lines, 
beginning thus, | | | 


Liſten, Lords, great and ſmall. 


Sir 


„ 


> 
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Sir Lionel in diftichs (p. 32.) thus beginning, 
Sir Egrabell had Sonnes three. 


but theſe are ſo imperfect that I do not make diſtin 


articles of them. alſo in this Vol. Book 1. No. I. 
AYY. n "2&4, 


. 


l 8. In the ſame MS. p. 203. ia the Greene Knight, in 

2 Parts, relating a curious adventure of Sic Gawain, 

in ſtanzas of 6 lines, beginning thus, - ; * 
Lift : when Arthur he was kinge. 


10. The Carle of Carliſle, is another romantic tale 


« 


bon Sir Gawain, in the fame MIS. p. 448. in diftichs. 


_ Liftento mea little onde. Ke 


In all theſe old poems the ſame ſet of knights are al- 
ways drawn with the ſame manners and characters; 


Which ſeem to have been as well known and as di- 


finEly marked among our anceſtors, as Homer's Heroes 

Were among the Greeks: For as Ulyſſes is always re- 

138 crafty, Achilles iraſcible, and 4jax rough. 
Sir Gawain is ever courteous and gentle, Sir Kay 


N n and difobliging, c. Sir Gawain with his 


courteſy” is mentioned by Chaucer as noted to a 
Proverb, in his Squire's Tale. Urry's Ed. p. 60. v. 115. 


11. Hr Launfal, an excellent old Romance con- 
cerning another of K. Arthur's Knights, is preſerved in 


the Cotton IAbrary, Calig. A. 2. f. 33. This is a tran- 
_Vation from the French * made by one Thomas Cheftre, 
who is ſuppoſed to have lived in the reign of Hen. vi. 


[See Tanner's Biblioth.] It is in ſtanzas of 6 Lines, 
and begins, | 1 1 29k : 3 


Le douzty Artours dawes. MN 


| 4 | | The 
De French Original is preſerved among the Harl. 


SS. No. 978. F. 112. Lanval. 


8 — wentage, and juvenile adventures of this ſa- 
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Fe above was afterwards ahered by ſome Minſtrel 
into the Romance of Sir Lambewell, in 3 parts, under 
* which title it was more generally. known +. This is in 
the Editor's folio MS. p. 60. beginning thus, | 


Doughty in king Arthures dayes. 


12. The Romance of Merline, in. 9 Parts, (preſerved 
in the ſame MS, p. 144.) gives a curious account of tha 


9 ritiſh, Prophet. In this poem the Saxons are 
9 called and the thruſting the rebel angels out 
En of Heaven i is attributed to ure Lady. x It is in di- 
£ : He . his hand. 


13. Sir ovens or as it is in the MS, copies, Sir 
ſumbras) is in Chaucer's R. of Thop. v. 6. 
ong Mr. Giriick's old plays is a printed copy, of 
which an account has been already given, in ol. 1. 
. 240. It is preſerved in MS. in the Library of Caĩus 

11. Camb. Clafs A. g. (.) and alſo in the Cotton Li- 
hep Cold. 12. (f. 128.) This en W 
rom the printed copy. E. g. ; 


God pat made both erde and hevene. 


14. Emare, a very curious and ancient Romance, is 
reſerved i in the ſame Vol. of the Cotton Library, f. 65 
t is in ſtan. of 6 mes, and begins thus, 


Jeſu pat ys kyng i in trone, 


16. Chenelere a ne, or, The Knight of the ſwan, 
preſerved in the Cotton Library has been already de- 
ſeribed in Vol. 2. p. 208. as hat alſo 


16. The Sege of Ferlam, (or Jeruſalem) which ſeems 
to have been written after the other, and may not im- 
properly be claſſed among the Romances: as may alſo 


the following whieh is Perret in the ſame Volume: 
viz. 


17. Owaine 
- + See danghew' 5 Letter concern. Q. Elis. entertain- 


ncht at Kilingworth, 1575, 1a 5. 34 
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17. Ozwaine Myles, (fol. go.) giving an account of 

the wonders of St. Patrick's Purgatory. This is a tran- 

fation into verſe of the ftory related in Mat. Paris's 

Hiſt.—It is in diftichs beginning thus, 555 
God pat ys ſo full of myght, 

In the ſame Manuſcript are one or two other narra- 
tive poems, which might be reckoned among the Ro- 
mances, but being rather religious Legends, I ſhall bare- 
ly mention them; as, Tundale, f. 17. Trentale Sci Gre- 
gern F 84. Terome. f. 133. Euſtache. f. 136. 

18. Od avian imperator, an ancient Romance of Chi- 
valry is in the ſame vol. of the Cotton Library, f. 20. 
—Notwithftanding the name, this old hoe * no- 
thing in common with the hiftory of the Roman Empe- 
rors. It is in a very peculiar kind of Stanza, whereof 
I, 2, 3, & 5, rhime together, as do the 4, and 6. It 
begins | , 


|... Theſu pat was with ſpere yſtonge. 
In the public Library at Camb. * is a poem with the 
fame title, that begins very differently, _ > 


Lyttyll and mykyll, olde and yonge. 5 


19. Eglamour of Artas (or Arteys) is preſerved in the 

ſame Vol. with the foregoing. both in the Cotton Lib- 

rary, and public Library at Camb, It is alſo in the 
Editor's folio MS. p. 295. where it is divided into 6 4 
'Parts.—A printed Copy is in the Bodleian Library, C. 
39. Art. Seld. And among Mr. Garrick's old plays, K. 

vol. X. It is in diſtichs, and begins 


| Theſu Criſt of heven kyng. 


20. Hr Triamore (in ſtan. of 6 Lines) is preferyed in 
MS. in the Editor's folio Volume, p. 210. and in the 
public Library at Camb. (690. f. 29. Vid, Cat. MSS. 
P. 394-)—Two printed Copies are extant in the Bod- 
ian Library, and among Mr. Garrick's plays in the 
„„ 


* No. 690. (30) Vid. Oxon. Catalig MSS. þ. 394. © 
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MS. and the printed Copies begin 

1 Now Jeſu Chryſte our heven kynge. 
The Cambridge Copy, thus, 5 

3 | Heven blys that all ſhall wynne. 
the true title) in 


2 at Camb. (ubi ſupra. A printed Copy is in 


XXIII 


ame volumes with the laſt article. Both the Editor's 


: 


21. Sir Degree (Degare, or Degore, which laſt ſeemy 
arts, in diſtichs, is preſerved in 
© the Editor's folio MS, p. 371. and in the public Library 


the Bod; 


® Library, C. 39. Art. Seld. And among Mr. Garrick's 


Copies begin | 


Tube Cambridge MS. has it 
4 Lyſtenyth, lordyngis, gente and fre. 
22. Ipomydon, (or Chylde Ipomydon) is 


$ plays K. vol. IX.— The Editor's MS. and the printed 


Lordings, and you wyl holde you |; | 


| reſerved 


among the Harl. MSS. 2252.-(44.) It is in di 


= begin 
RY | 
'3 * 
— 3 
8 
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K Vol. IX. It begins 
It was a ſquyer of lowe degre, 


24. Wed of K. Richard Cure [Cœur] 
Umpr. W. de 


— 


ichs and 


Mekely, lordyngis, gentylle and fre. 


In the Library of Lincoln Cathedral. K k. 3. 
old imperfect printed Copy, wanting the Whole firſt 


10. is an 


23. The Squyr of Lowe degre, is one of thoſe bur- 
leſqued by Chaucer in his R. of Thopas * —Mr. Gar- 
rick has a printed Copy of this, among his old plays, 


That loved the kings daughter of Hungre. 


de lyen. 


n orde, 1528. 4to.] is preſerved in the 
Bodleian Library, C. 39. Art. Selden. A large Extract 
from this Romance has been given already above p. 


Richard 


* See Mr. Marten Obſervat. Vel. 1. P. 139. note. 


4 A * 0 — 
K oh 1 N > 1 
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Richard was the peculiar patron of Chivalry, and there- 
fore was a favourite with the old Minſtrels. See War- 
ton's Obſerv. V. 1. p. 29. V. 2. p. 40. 


25. The following I have not ſeen, but I beſieve 
they may all be referred to the Claſs of Romances, 

'The 
Lib. C. 39. Art. Seld” a printed Copy.) This Mr. 
Warton thinks is the Story of Caucy's Heart, related 
in Fauchet, and in Howel's Letters. [V. 1. S. 6: L. 20. 
See Wart. Obſ. V. 2. p. 40.] The Editor has ſeen a 
very beautiful old ballad on this fubjeQ in French. 


26. The four following are all preſerved in the MS. 
ſo often referred to in 4 public Library at Camb, 
(690. Appendix to Bp. More's MSS. in Cat. MSS. Tom. 
2. p. 394.) viz. The Erle of Tholouſe. (No. 27.) begin- 


ning 


leu Chryſte in Trynyte. 


27. Roberd Kynge of Cyſyll (or Sicily) ſhewing the fall 
of Pride. Of this there is alſo a Copy among the Harl. 


+ MSS. 1703. (3.) The Camb. MS. begins 
Princis that be prowde in preſe. 


29. Le bone Florence of Rome, beginning thus 
As ferre as men ride or gone. 


* 


— 29. Dioc leſian the Emp. beginning | 


Sum tyme ther was a noble man. 
30. The two knightly brothers Amys and Amelion 


iy 


(among the Harl. 2386. f. 42.) * to be 
T 


an old ance of - Chivalry; as alſo the fragment of 


the Lady Beleſant, the Duke of Lombardy's fair daughter, 


mentioned in the ſame article, See the Catalog, Vol. 2, 


- — 


L THE 


Knight of Courteſy and the Lady of Faguel ( Bodl. 


AND BALL AD S. 88S 
I. N 
THE BOY AND THE MANTLE. 


AA printed verbatim from the old MS. deſcribed i in 
the Preface. The Editor believes it more ancient, that 
it will appear to be at firſt fight ; the tranſcriber af that 
manuſcript having reduced the orthography and ſtyle in 
| many inſtances to the flandard of his own times. 

The incidents of the ManTLE and the Knirg have 
not, that I can recolle, been borrowed from any other 
 quriter.*. The former of theſe evidently Juggeſec 1 to * 
fer his conceit of FLORMMAELIT GixDpLE. B. 83 


St. 

That g. girdle gave the wirtue of chaſte love 
And wivehood true to all that did it beare 
Bat Er contrarie doth prove, | A, 4 * 
Might not the ſame about her middle weare, 2 ue 

| 7 it would looſe or elſe aſunder teare. 4 
§o at happened to the falſe Flori mel, A. 16, when 9 2 bot 
being brought g me ber middle ſmall. e ; . 
They thought.to' gird, as beſt it her became, cent. 
But by no means they could it 4 > ge — 
 » For ever as they faſlned it, it last 
oo wt 7 away, as feeling ſecret blame, Por 7 4 
That | men wondred at-the uncouth fight  \\ FE 
PL, 3 each one _ wt to . Mn 5 
ut ſhe hberſel think it done for ſpigbt, 
3 with ſecret —— ſhame 8 ee uy 
i Th as thi is'd her to defame : 


. + Then many other ladies likewiſe tride | by : 


About their tender loynes to Init the ſame, 
* But it 7 not at none of them abide, An bein 
But when they _ t it faſt eftſoones it was untidey FE 
Thereat all kni l 1 and ladies n 4 4 
Till that . gentle Amoret Ke, bg 


; Likewiſe ed to prove that girdle's powwre, 
And MO about her . [et . 7 
Did find it fit withouten breach or le, Za... 


Whereat t e e | . FA / 
But Florimel exceedingly did fret 


Aud 1 from her —_ Sc. 
vol. A. 


5&8 > 1 
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As for the trial of the Horne, it is not peculiar ta 
our Poet: It occurs in the old romance, intitled Morte 
Acthur, which was tranſlated out of French in the time 
of K. Edw. IV. and firſt printed anno 1484. From 
this romance Arioſto borrowed his tale of the Enchanted 
Cup, C. 42. Cc. See Mr. Warton's Obſervations on 
the Faerie Queen, 8. 1753. | 8 

The flory of the Horn in Morte Al thur waries a good 
deal from this of our Poet, as the reader will judge Fin 
the following extract. © By the way they met with 
* @ knight that was ſent from Morgan le Faye to King 


_«' Arthur, and this 4 20 bad a fair horne all garniſbed 


* x "OY 


« with gold, and the horne had ſuch a virtue that there 
% might no ladye or gentlewoman drinke of that horne, 
« but if ſhe were true to her huſband: and if ſbee were 


„ falſe ſhe ſhould ſpill all the drinke, and if ſbee were 


« true unto her lorde, ſbee might drink peacegbly : and 


« becauſe of queene Guenever and in deſpite of Sir 


* Launcelot du Lake, this horne was ſent unto king 


+ 4 Arthur,” ——This horn is intercepted and brought un- 


to another king named Marke, who is not a whit more 


fortunate than the Britiſh hero, for he makes ** his queene 
LAxinſe thereof and an hundred ladies moe, and there 
e avere but foure ladies of all thoſe that drank cleane; 

ef which number the ſaid queen, proves not to be one. 


Book II. chap. 22. Ed. 1632.) | 
In other reſpeds the two fories are ſo different, that 


4 dee have juſt reaſon to ſuppoſe this Ballad was written 


+: Before that romance was tranſlated into Engliſh. BY 


As for queen Guenever, ſbe is here repreſented no 6 


is _  therwiſe than as we find her in old biflories and roman: 


ces. dae be. obſerves, that ** ſhe vag evil reported of 


, note 


of incontinence and breach of faith to hir 
% buſbahd.” Vol. 1. p.93. A l 


"4 


„%% SUCH READERS, AS HAVE NO. RELISH POR 


* *PURE ANTIQUITY, WILL TIN D AMORE + MODERN 


Copy OF THIS: BALLAD AT Tu END OP THE vo- 


+ _ FN the third day of may, 


To Caerleil did come ] 
Rr A kind 


AND BALLA DS. 3 


to A kind curteous child, 
I That cold much of wiſdom. 
e 
d A kirtle and a mantle 1. £ 
* This child had uppon, 


.- With brooches' and ringes - 
„ Pull richelye bedone. 


om | 

th He had a ſute of filke e 47 

ng About his middle drawne $. 65 a > hari at .00 

ed Without he cold of curteſye,  _ 

Ay He thought itt much ſhame, , +. 

ne, 04 In ber as ed 2A 

ahi God ſpeede thee, king Arthur 

a Sitting at thy meate : #4 e 

bir And the goodly Dane Gueneyer, "ads * 'n'g 

ing I cannott her — a4 6g. e ee 293 

n- ails 13H Did $31 4 

ore I tell you, lords, in this hall; 42 TW 

ene I hett you all to + herd“) 

4p Except you be the more furer aon 9100 2 N 725 

3s Is for you to dread. - | Dove nan 

* . He plucked out of his dee 

* And longer wold not d well. 
He pulled forth a pretty mand, 1 id 1867 

0 © Betweene two nut ſhellsss. 

we” | 2 194 01 

d of Have thou heere, ing A na 25 

bir Have thou heere of mee : _ 


Give itt to thy comely queene . 
wy 77 Shapen as itt is alreadye. ee 


s £ F »J WEE 
* It ſhall never become chat with; 15% nf 388 T 
That hath once done amiſſe. 


WW 
„ huen 


Ver. 7. Branches, MS. Ver. TY beate, Ms. Vee. 21. 
pode w er. 


. 4 * « . - © ” , 
3 2 LY * 


in 
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Then every knight i in the king's court | 
| Began to care for © his.” Bk | 


4 
. 


t ': Forth came dame Guenever; 
| I To the mantle thee her hie; 

| The ladye thee was newfangle, * 1 
But yett ſhe was affrayd. LS 


When ſhee had taken the mantle; — 3 
' She ſtoode as ſhe had beene madd : 5 1 40 
It was from the top to the doe 4 
As ſheeres had itt thread. - Lk en 


* 8 
: 1 


e e 13 * . 

Another while was itt greene,; 14 bak 

Another while was itt wadded : 1 

III n der ane. 

" tin hit upon; fee | 

a & He o 129 | 

And bore the worſt, hue 

By my troth, quoth king Arthur, 
I thinke thou 1 4 true. 


—_— ww 1 


Shee threw 1 en 
That bright was of Viee 7 nn 
Faſt with a rudd red 
To her chamber can thee flee. _ nba try 
She curſt the weaver, ind the walker, | 
That clothe that had wrought ; F 
And bade a vengeance on his — PVT: | og 
That hither hach iet brought. 111 


i ie 93G £1511 66 1 
I bad rather be i zn © da. 
Under a green tree 3. 
Fr 32 his wiſe, MS 


1 l , 
: 4 - 4 * 
* F : 


Bris Oy * „ 


* 4 p 
o 
= - 


Than in king Arthur's. court | 
Shamed for to bes. Un 60 


Kay called forth his ladye, 

And bade her come neere ; 

Saies, Madam, and thou be guiltye, 
I pray thee hold thee Kore, * 


Forth came his ladye „„ ren ele: "ON 
Shortly and anon; . | 

Boldlye to the mantle - 
Then is ſhee gone. 


4 
. | 


When ſhe had tang the mantle, io veif'o% 

And caft it her about ; | 70 
Then was ſhe bare F 
Before all the rout.“ 


) Then every Knight, © 3 

That was in the king's court, | 
Talked, laughed, and det, art 7 
Full oft at that ſport. 7 50 te A 


Shee threw downe the mantle, 

) 'That bright was of blee ; 

Faſt, with a red u llt 
Org wrt ghana ge * - © 


Forth came an old 7 | 


Pattering ore a creede, 


5 And he proferred to, this litle boy 
Twenty markes to his meede; 


And all the dime of the Chriſtmaſſe | 
] Willinglye to ffeede; 


B 3 For 


* 
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For why this mantle might 
Do his wiffe ſome need. 


When the had tane the mantle, 

Of cloth that was made, | 90 
She had no more left on her, 

But a taſſel and a threed : x 

Then every knight in the kings court - cp 

Bade evill might ſhee ſpeed. 


Shee threw downe the mantle, 9 
That bright was of blee; bi N 
And faſt, with a redd rudſſee.. 
To her chamber can bee fle. en 


Craddocke called forth his whe * 
And bade her come in: © 186906 
Saith, winne this mantle, lade, 3 „ 
With a little dine. 5 


et Winne this WY uche EET. 
And it ſhal be —_— 7 R 
If thou never did amiſſe bp 105 
Since thou waſt mine. ] | 
Forth came Craddocke' dhe. Fete 
Shortlye and anon; 1 ee 
But boldlye to the ee, . 
Then is ſhee gone. e e fe 


WA 


When ſhee had taine the mantle, 
And caſt itt her about, 

1 att her great toe 

It n to crinkle and crowt : 


s 2 

— 1 

15 8 
+ * 4 5 


95 


105 


110 


hee 


Shee ſaid, bowe downe, mantle, | 115 
And ſhame me not for nought. het 


__ I aid ail; Wl 
tell you certainlye, 
When I kiſt Craddocke's mouth 

Under a greene tree; 120 
When I kiſt Craddocke's mouth 

Before he marryed mee. 


\ 


When ſhee had her ſhreeven, . 

And her ſinnes ſhee had tolde ; TT TOO 

The mantle ſtood about her _— We” > 
Right as the wold : ef CANE Pe 


Seemelye of coulour 
Glittering like gold : 


Then every knight in Arthurs court 

Did her behold, 130 
Then ſpake dame Guenever 

To Arthur our king ; 

She hath tane yonder mantle 

Not with right, but with wronge. 


See you not yonder woman, 41-25 163-038 
That maketh her ſelf © cleane” ? 


I have ſeene tane out of her bedd 


Of men five teene ; 


| Priefte, clarkes, and wedded men 
From her bedeene : 140 
Vett ſhee taketh the mantle, (1 * | 


And maketh her ſelf cleane, 


_— > *; Then 


Ver. 136, cleare, MS. Ver. 139, by deene, MS. 


5 
. 


That kept the mantle in hold ; 


Of her words ſhee is too bold: 


Gr! 


1 5 


And whore bold: 


ANCIENTSONG:s 
Then ſpake the litle boy, 


Sayes, king, chaſten thy wiffe, 145 


Rhee js a bisch and d witch, 


King in thine owne hall, 
Thou art a cuckold. _ 0 150 


The litle boy ſtoode 
Looking out adore; bh 


And there as he was lookinge 18 
* He was ware of a wyld bore.” 


He was ware of a wyld-bore, 125 153 


Wold have werryed a man: 
He pulled forth a wood kniffe, the? 


Faſt thither that he ran: 


He brought in the bores head, | 

And quitted him like a man. 160 
He brought in the bores head, 5 
And was wonderous bold: 


He faid there were never a cuckolds kifie 
Carve itt that cold. Nl 


Some rubbed tote kaires 10 * 165 


Uppon a whetſtone : 
Some threw them under the table, | 


And ſaid they had none. 


King Arthur, e cb {7 3 
* 4 bs GIISRE LN 130 


r Au 
. 


Ver. 170. them upon 148. 


45 


50 


$5 


All their ber edges "7 
Turned backe . * 


* Craddocke had a litle ke 


Of iron and of ſteele; 


He britled the hores head 
Wonderous weele; | 

That every knight in the Rage © court 
Had a morſell. | | 


The litle boy had a WY 

Of red gold that ronge: 

He ſaid, there was noe cuckolde 
Shall drinke of my horne ; 


But he ſhold itt ſheede 


Either * or beforne. 


Some Bead on weit 3 (ve; 
And ſome on their knee ; 

He that cold not hitt his mouthe, 
Put it in his-gye: + = 
And he that was a euckold 


Every W rags bel 84, 


Craddocke v wan the bone, 
And the bores head: 
His ladie wan the 8 
- Unto her meede. een 
Everye ſuch lovely re wi ot '2 
God ſend her well to — ing 


wt 
* * n 7 * . nr 92 
e 0 71 f 18 l * 9 2 # *P } 7 . 


on) 


F . $4 ay . * 
. ” 3 . of 0 CE 
. 
4 * 
* 
b * 4 * 


AN 44 


——- 
3 = 
* 


9 
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a "+4 A « 1 * 
9 1 _— 


E 9 ys T 
| THE MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE 


E chiefly taken from the fragment of an old ballal 
in the Edi 22 MS. 4505 he fagnent of Believe more 
ancient than the time of CHAUCER, and what furniſhed 
_ that bard with his Wife of Bath's Tale. The — * 

was ſo extremely mutilated, half of every leaf being 
torn away, that without large "2 pr c. it would 
bade been improper for this collection: theſe it bas there- 
fore received, ſuch as they are. They are not here par- 


ticularly pointed out, becaufe the FRAGMENT wad will 8 


Jome time or other be * to the 2 ; 
Paar THE Ws . N 40 
ING Arthur lives in merry Curlciley:: y 
And ſeemely is to ſee ; 
And there with him queene Guenever, -— 
That bride foe * of ble. bat 


And there wich * queene ;Guenever, SIT. 5 
That bride ſo bright in bowres 
And all his barons about him 8 it {19 

'That were both ſtiffe y . 


- 2 4 
bo 7 - 


: 


T, tow ice 
The king a royale Chriſtmaiſe . 3 b 
With mirth and princelye cheare; 10 
3 him repaired many a knighte Oo 
© That came * 2009 and beate. 7 
9, dad ban root 
And when they were to tha ſette, 
And cups went freely round; : 
Before them came a faire damselle, 15 
And knelt _— _ ground. 


4 boone, 


* 


9 


A boone, a boone, O kinge e, 1281 30! 
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I beg a boone of the: 


Avenge me of a carliſh knighhte 
Who hath ſhent my love and mee. 


In Tearne-Wadling his caſtle fads, | 


1 


And when I told him king Arthare, - 


All on a hill ſoe hye, 


And gaye the ſtreameres flye. 


Noe gentle knighte, nor ladye ang 
May paſs that caſtle-walle: 

But from that foule diſcurteous knighte, 
Miſhappe will them befalle. 


Hee's twyce the ſize of common men, 
; WY? thewes, and ſinewes ſttonge, 
And on his backe he bears a clubbe, 
That is both thicke and Jonge. 


This grimme barone 'twas our e derne. 
But yeſter morne to ſee : 

When to his bowre he bore my 3 
And ſore miſuſed mee. 


As lyttle ſhold him ſpare; 


OY 


7 
Cz 1 , 


And proudlye riſe the Maas, 1 1110 8 


Goe tell, ſayd hee, that ae en 


To meete mee if he dare. 


Upp then ſterted king Arthare, - 
And ſware by hille and dale, 


He neer wolde quitt that ee ata 8 


Till he had made him quail. 


wa 4 0 
$4 && 


I 


(5 


+ 4 30 


, "S 

nd 3 
: 7 
. . 


[1 

N 

0 
| 


= o 
—— 


* 1. l | Ki 
| ; | | ng 
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Goe fetch my word Excalibar: 
Go ſaddle mee my ſteede; 


f be' 45 
Nowe, by my faye, that grimme e 


* Shall rue this ruthfulle deede. 


| And when he enme to eee re 
Benethe the caſtle walle 50 
Come forth; «come forth; thou proude n 
Or yielde chyſelf my thralle.” 61,9 tE9 baht 


On magicke grounde that caſtle ftoode, 
And fenc'd with many-aTpeller 
Noe valiant knighte could tread thereon, 55 
But ftraite his dn rere 


+ 


Forth then — * rae} 
Eing Arthur felte the charme: W. 10 
His ſturdy ſine wes loſt their e 1 
Downe . his feehle arme. 41 60 


Nowe yield thee, yield thee, 1." CM 
Now yield thee, unto mee: ry 

Or fighte witk mee, or loſe . 4 
Noe better termes maye bee. 8 


 Unlefſe thou ſweate upon the ro, 
And promiſe on thy faye/, 
to returne to Tearne-Wadling, 
Upon the new-yeare's 'daye:  _ 


65 


And "FR me word what/thing i it 1 * P's 
All women moſte deſyre: _ ak» 4. JO 
This is thy ranſome, Arthur, he ve Gy, 
lle have noe other * 


+ * 
LOI > 3 


45 


50 


55 


5 


| King Arthur then beld up his hande, 


But ſtill his minde was helde in doubte, 
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And ſware upon his faxe, | 
Then tooke his leave of the gtimme barone 168 
And faſte hee rode awaye. 


And he rode eaſt; and he rode weſt, 
And did of all inquyre,. _ 
What thing it is all women crave, _. 
And what they moſt deſyre. 80 


i: 


Some told him riches, pompe, or ſtate; 

Some rayment fine and brighte ; 

Some told him mirthe; ſome flatterye 3 
And ſome a jollye knighte. 


In letteres all king Arthur wrote,. $75 
And ſeal'd them with bis ringe: N A 


Each tolde a different thinge. 
As ruthfulle he rode over a more, 
He ſawe a ladye ſette X 


Betweene an oke, and a greene halleye, | 
All clad in riche ſcatlette. in OR 1 


18 ng 


Her noſe was crookt and turnd outwarde, 
Her chin ſtoode all awrye ; 

And where as ſholde have been her mouthe, | 195 
Lo! there was ſet her . 3 . 


1 


Bod L 


Her haires, like ſerpents, LEY wou en f 


. Her cheeks of deadlye hewe: 
A worſe-forurd ladye than the was, tans of Ye 
No man mote ever viewe. 4000 


211 To 
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To hail the king in ſcemlye forte 1 
This ladye was fulle faine; * bis, 
But king Arthare'allfore ama: d. 

No aunſwere made 9 bat ent bd! 


What with art thou, the ladye A 
That wilt not ſpeake to mee; 
Sir, I may chance to eaſe thy paine, 155 
Though I bee foule to n. 


If chou wilt eaſe my paine, he ſayd, 
And helpe me in my neede; - 

Aſk what thou wilt, thou pj de 
And 1 it ſhall bee thy meede. 


N 0 ſweare mee this upon the rode, | 
And promiſe on thy faye; © 
And here the ſecrette I will telle, 

That ſhall thy ranfome paye. 


King Arthur promis'd e on his fare, 
And ſware upon the roode; 1 

The ſecrette then the ladye told, „ 
As lightlye well the coude. 


Now this ſhall be my paye, fir king, 
And this my guerdon bee, 
That ſome yong, fair and courtlye kaight, | 

Thou bringe to marrye mee. 


| = 
i A 
ö 

i 

. 

8 

| 

1 

| 

| 


Faſt then pricked lag Arthire n 2125 
Ore hille, and dale, and downe:' 
And ſoone he founde the barone's _—_— 4 
And ſoone the * baroùne. 85 5 


93 1 
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He bare his clubbe upon his backe, 

Hee ſtoode bothe ſtiffe and ſtronge: 130 
And, when he had the letters ande, 14 1 | ; 
Awaye the lettres flunge. | | 


Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and ay lands, 

. Al forfeit, unte nee n els | cnwen inf 

For this is not thy paye, ſir king, N e 238 
Nor may e e a 


Yet hold thy hand, thou proude baron, Rack 
I praye thee hold thy hand'; | 


And give mee leave to e once moe BEAT 
In reſkewe'of my land. porn ie 0 


Tue mörne ab came over a hore, 
I faw a ladye ſette 1 
Betwene an oke, and a.greene holleye, 
All clad in riche ſcarlètte. 


— vw 


Shee ſayes, all women will have their vile, 145 
This is their chief deſyr eee: 
Now yield, as thou art a barone true, ; 
7 That I have payd mine hyre. 


An eatlye vengeaunce light on her! 
The carliſh barone ſwormme . _ 150 
She was my ſiſter tolde thee N «16172 
And ſhee's 1 A Lack 
But here I will make mine uwe, 
I 0 do her as ill a turnee e 
For an ever I may that foule theefe — aM 163 
In a fyre I will her burne. 


* 
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PAN THE, SECOND, 7 
Omewarde pricked king Arthare, 
And a wearye man was hee; ] 
And ſoone he mette queene Guenever, 
SIO me ſo 1 ue blee. n 
wh e what newes! thou noble king, 258 
Howe, Arthuf, haſt thou ſped ?' \ 
© Where haſt thou hung thy carliſh knighte? 
_ 7 ws he: EI sf ] 
The carliſh knight (fake for mee, 


And free fro mortal harme : ol 110 ? 
On magicke grounde his caſtle ſtands 
And fenc'd with many a charme. - EY 

| enn RIO * 1 

To bene ode es a a, Da! n >, 

And yielde mee to hishand: © © 


And but for a lothly ladye, there 135 
I ſhold owe 2 . . NERD | 
284 Al! 1 1 Ii ne 
And nowe this fills any Wes wit wor, 7 
And ſorrawe of my life; Ep Bruty 
I ſwore a yonge, and courtly knight, 
e 517 Sack Lynne 1 f 
- Then beſpake him fir Gawiine, | 
That was ever-a gentle knights : ' Re: - 
That lothly ladye I il wed yt 
Therefore be merrye and &>. vn 1 g 
CINE I! | 7 2 
Nane naye, nowe naye, ante fir opens, 25 
IG ſiſter's ſonne ne 5 n 


Tat 


— 
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This lothlye ladye's all too grimme, 
And all too foule for yee. * 


Her noſe is crookt and turned outwarde, 

Her chin ſtands all awrye : 30 
A worſe form'd ladye than ſhee is 

Was never ſeen with eye. 


What IE her chin-ſtand all e. | 
And ſhee be faule to ſee : 

Fl marry her, uncle, for thy ſake, 35 
And Ill thy ranſome bee. | 


Nowe thankes ! now thankes ! good fis Gaxgiae, 4 
And a bleſſing thee betyde] _ - 

To-morrow wee'll have knights and nn 
And wee'll goe fetch thy bride. 40 


And wee'll have hawkes and wee Il have houndes 
To cover our intent; 

And wee'll away to the greene bell, 
As wee a hunting went. 


Sir Lancelot, ſir Stephen bolde 45 
They rode with them that daye; 
And foremoſte of the companye 


There rode the ſtewarde Kaye: 


Soe did fir Banier and fir Bore, | 

And eke fir Garratte keene, 50 
Sir Triſtram too, that gentle knight 

To the foreſt freſhe and greene. 


And when they came to the greene bored. a 
Beneath a faire un. tren wit 
| There 
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There fate that ladye in riche ſcarl8te ak | «a 1 
That unſeemelye was to ſee. 


Sir Kay beheld that lady's face, | d 
1 And looked upon her ſweere; 
J Whoever kiſſes that ladye, he fayes, 
| Ol his kiſſe he ſtands in feare. 


Sir Kay beheld that ladye again, 
| And looked upon her ſnout ; 
| | - Whoever kiſſes that ladye, he fayes,. © 
Of his kiſſe he ſtands in doubt. x 


Peace, brother Kay, ſayde Fl awaits, 65 
And amend thee of thy life: 
For there is a knight amongft us all, 
Muſt marry her to his wife. 


What marry this foule queane, quoth Kay, 
Pthe devil's name anone. 


1 Get me a wife wherever 1 maye, 
III footh ſhee ſhall be none. 


| Then ſome tooke up their hawkes in haſte, 
| And ſome tooke up their houndes ; 
And ſayd they wolde not marry her, 

For cities, nor for townes. 


Then beſpake him king Arthure, 
And ſware there by this daye; 
For a little foule fighte and miſlikinge, 
Tee ſhall not ſay ber naye. 


Peace, lor dings, peace z fir Gawaine ſayd,. 
ne make debate and ftrite ; 
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This lothlye ladye I will take, ; 
And marry her to my wife. W 


Nowe thankes, now thankes, good fir Gawaine, 


And a bleſſinge be thy meede ! 
For as I am thine owne ladys, 
Thou never ſhalt rue this deede. 


Then up they took that lothly dame, 
And home anone they bringe : 

And there fir Gawaine he her wed, 
And married ber with a ringe. 


And when 4 were in n wed-bed laid, 
And all were done awaye; ; 


Foe turne to mee, mine owne wed-lord 5 


Come turne to mee I praye. 


Fir Gawaine ſcant could lift his head; 
For forrowe and for care; : 


When, lo! inſtead of that lothelye dais! 
| Hee fawe a young ladye faire. 


Sweet bluſhes ſtayn'd her rud-red eheeke, 
- Her eyen were blacke as floe : 
The ripening cherrye ſwellde her lippe, 
And all her necke was ſnowe. 


Sir Gawaine kifs'd that lady faire, 
Lying upon the ſheete: 
And ſwore, as he was a true knighte, 

The ſpice was never ſoe ſweete. 


Sir Gawaine kiſs'd that lady brighte, 
Lying there by his ſide : | 


86 


95 


105 


110 
« The 
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The faireſt flower is not ſe faire, 
Thou never can'ſt bee my bride. 


Lam thy bride, mine owne deare lorde, 
l The ſame whiche thou didſt knowe, 


That was foe lothlye, and was wont Is 0 
Upon the wild more to goe. 
Nowe, gentle Gawaine, chuſe, quoth ſhee, M 


And make thy choice with care; 
Whether by night, or elſe by daye 


Shall I be foul or faite? 120 
To have thee foule fill in the night, 4 N 
When I with thee ſhould playe ; | | 
 » T had rather farre, my lady deare, =_ 
To have thee foule by daye. 
What when gaye ladyes goe with their lordes 125 8 
To drinke the ale and wine; | 
Il I muſt not goe with mine? | 
My faire ladye, fir Gawaine ſayd, | B 
I yield me to thy fkillez  * 130 if 
Becauſe thou art mine one ladyè | F 
Thou ſhalt have all thy wille. 


Nowe bleſſed bee thou, ſweete Gawaine, 

And the daye that I thee ſee ; i 
For as thou ſeeſt mee at this time, 135 1 
|  Soe ſhall J ever bee. 


My father was an aged knighte, 
—=_ And yet it chanced foe ; 10 


N 


20 


5 


e 


And wronge i 
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He He took to wife a falſe ladye, 
Whiche broughte me to this woe. 


Shee witch'd mee, being a faire yonge maide, 


In the greene foreſt to dwelle ; | 


| And there to abide in lothlye ſhape, 


Moſt *. fiend of helle. 


Wan mores and moſſes; woods, and wilds, 145, 


To lead a loneſome life : 


Till ſome yong faire and contig, knights, * 


A | 


Nor fully to gain in mins oe trout ſhape, 


Suche was Br deviliſh ſkille; 


Until he woldle yielde to be ruld by mee, 


And let mee have al 10 wille. 


And made him ſtiffe and ſtronge; 


And built him a bowte 6h thagicke ground, 158 


| To live by rapine and wronge. 


150. 


Shee wierbä why: bret to a exrlith dons) 


Wen 


But now the ſpelle is broken chroughe, | 


is turned righte ; 
Henceforth I ſhall bee a faite Nye, 
Aud hee be # gentle knighte;*, * 


III. 


\ þ F 1 
.# . 


KING: rene CHALLENGE. 


This "Oy bre ee thu ae 
was ſung Before queene Elizabeth at the 


| 9 "al Konelworth-caltle M1 $75, 


65 6 debnb 
low it, but is placed here for the Che * the ſub jecł. 


and enter- 


Was . 
bly 


/ 
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bly compoſed for that occaſion. In a letter deſcribing 
thoſe feſtivities, it is thus mentioned; A minſtre| 
« tame forth with a ſollem ſong, warranted for ſtory 
« out of K. Arthur's ads, whereof I gat à copy, and i; 
46 this; en ITN HCL een 2 AMT HY 
| So it fell out on a Pentecoſt; Sc“, . 
After the ſong the narrative proceeds: At thi; 
© the min/irell made a pauze and a curtezy for primus 
« paſſus. More of the ſong is thear, but I gatt it not. 
The ſtory of Morte Arthur, whence it is taken, run 
as follows, ** Came a' meſſenger haſtely from king Ryence 
« of North-Wales, --— ſaying, that king Ryente had 
« diſcomfited and overcomen eleaven' kings, and everich: 
« of them did him homage, and that was this ; they 
« gave him their beards cleane flayne off,----wherefor: 
be the meſſenger came for king Arthur's beard, for king 
« Ryence had purfeled a mantell with kings beards, and 
« there lacked for one place of the mantell, awherefore b 
« ſent for his beard, or elſe he would enter into hi, 
« lands, and brenn and” ſlay, and never leave till he 
* have thy bead and thy beard. Well, ſaid king Ar- 
« thur, thou haſt ſaid thy (meſſage, which is the moſ 
„ villainous and lewdeſt meſſage that ever man heard 
„ ſent to a king. Alſo thou mayeſt ſee my beard is ful 
« young yet for to make a purfell, but tell thou the 
« king that----or it be ling he ſhall do me homage on 
« both his knees, or elſe he ſball leeſe bis head.” [B. 1. 
c. 24. See alſa the ſame Romance, B. 1. c. 94.) 
The thought ſeems to be. originally taken from Jeff 
Monmouth's hiſt. B. 10. c. 3. which is alluded to by 
Drayton in bis Poly. Olb. Song 4. and by Spenſer in 
 Faer. Qu. 6. 1. 13, 15. See the Obſervations on 
. Spenſer. 4 | | Ben te pong | 
The following text is compoſed of the beſt readings ſe- 
lefled from 4525 different my The 75 1 15 
derbie s Cambria Triumphans, p. 1979; he ſecond in 
the Letter abewe mentioned. And the third inſerted it 
a. in a copy of Morte Arthur, 1632, in the Bodl. L 
rary. A * N Aus ide u wwd ry 
VN. B. Stow tells us, that king Arthur | kept bi 


« round. table at & diverſe places, but eſpecially d 


2 » 
* 


Carlos 


T 
1 
5 
1 
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« Carlion, Wincheſter, and Camalet in Somerſetſhire* 
« This Camelet ſometime a famous towne or caftle* 
is fituate on à very [high] tor or hill, &c.“ [See an 
ad deſcription in Stowe's Annals, Ed. 1631, p. 55.] 


S it fell out on a Pentecoſt day, 

. King Arthur at Camelot kept his court rep, 
With his faire queene dame Guenever the gay ; 
And many bold barons fitting in hall; 

* With ladies attired in purple and pall; 

adi And heraults in hewkes, hooting on high, 

chef Cryed, Largeſſe, Largeſſe, Chewvaliers rer hard. 


are A doughty dwarf to the uttermoſt deas 

FF Right pertlye gan pricke, kneeling on knee, 

pi With ſteven fulle ſtoute amids all the preas, 
zu Sayd, Nowe fir king Arthur, God fave thee, and ſee ! 
ho Sir Ryence of North-gales preeteth well thee, 

Ar- And bids thee thy beard anon to him ſend, ? 

10% Or elſe from thy jaws he will it off rend. "FL 


full For his robe of ſtate is a rich ſcarlet ak 
the With eleven Kings beards bordered * = 
And there is room lefte yet in kantle, | 
For thine to ſtande, to make the exvelfih out : 
This muſt be done, be thou never ſo ſtout ; 
This muſt be done, I tell thee no fable, 
Maugre the teethe of all thy round'table. 


When this Mortal meſſage from his mouthe paſt, 
Great was the noyſe bothe in hall and in bower: _ 
The king fum'd; the queene ſcreecht; ladies were aghaſt; 
Princes puffd ; barons bluſtred; lords began lower; 
Knights ſtormed ; ſquires ſtartled, like ſteeds in a 

[Rower ' a | | «> 

| Pages 

= "Perhaps 'breidered : h 0 l fenife. 
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Pages and yeomen yell'd out in the hall, | 
Thaw in came fir Kay, the King's“ ſeneſchal. 


Silence, wh ſoveraignes, quoth this curteous Enight, 
And in that ſtound the ſtowre began ſtill: 
Then the dwarfe's dinner full deerely was dight, 
Of wine and waſſel he had his wille; 
And, when he had eaten and drunken his fill, 
An hundred pieces of fine coyned gold 
Were ous! this dwarf for his meſſage bold. 
But "Mg to Sir 3 Ko dwarf quoth the king 
That for his bold meſſage I him defye ; 
And ſhortlye with bafins and pans will him ring 12 
Out of North-gales, where he and 1 
With ſwords, and not raſors, quickly ſhall ye, 
Whether he, or king Arthur will prove the beſt barbor, 
And therewith he (age his good ſword Excalabor. 


K* ARTHUR DEATH. 


Þ AFkonant, | 


*&  * TL. 


The . "this ballad i 15 r taken from the 
. bl4 romance Morte Arthur, but with ſome variations, 
eſpecially in the concluding flanzas ; in which the author 
ſeems rather to follow the traditions of the old Welſh 
Bards, why © believed that King Arthur was- not dead, 
% but conveied ante by the Fairies into Jome Pleaſant 
« place, where be Mould remaine for a line, and then 
10 Wes 124 F. and reign in as great authority as ever.” 
? ollingſhed C. af or as it is expreſſed in an 


old Chronicle * at Antwerp 1493 [by Ger. de 
_. 6 1 ve Fr v ſuppeſen, that he [K. _ 


& ſhall 


it, 


or, 


— 


7 J 
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© ſhall come yet and conquere all Bretaigne, for certes this 
is the prophicye of Merlyn : He ſayd, that his deth ſbali 
© be doubteous ; and ſayd ſolb, for men thereof yet have 
doubte, and ſbullen for ever moFe,----for men wwyt not 
© qwhether that he.lyweth'br is dede.” Ste more ancient 
eftimonies in Selden's Notes on Polyolbion, Song III. 
N. B. This fragment; being very incorrect and imper- 
e in the original MS. hath received ſome conjectural 
mendations and even a ſupplement, of 3, or 4 Stanzas 
ompoſed from the romance of Morte Arther. : | 


N Trinitye Mondaye in the morne, 
O This ſore battayle was doom'd to bee; 
Where manye a knighte cry'd, Well-awaye ! 
Alacke, it was the more pittle. 


Ere the firſt crowinge of the cocke/, 8 
When: as the kinge in his bed laye, 

He thoughte fir Gawaine to him came, 
And there to him theſe wordes did faye. 


Nowe as you are mine unkle deare, 
And as you prize your life ; this daye 1G 
O meet not with your foe in fighte; _ | 
Putt off the battayle, if yee maye. 


For fir Lancelot is nowe in Frane, 
And with him many an hardye knighte: 

Who will within this moneth be backe, 15 
And will aſſiſte yee in the fſiglte. 


The kinge then call'd his nobles all, 
Before the breakinge of the daye ;z/ | 

And tolde them howe fir Gawaine came, 
And there to him theſe wordes did ſaye. 29 


Vor. III. 18 His 
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| Feen 


8 And Mordred on the other parts,” 


''£* Before the battayle ſnolde be ſoughte. l 


* De in the morning, bee 
Shold ſend away an herauld at armes, 
To ere nue. | 


W 


knighted Ku . choke 2 ; 
The beſt of all that with him were: 


10 parley with the foe in field, E 
000 make with him agreement faire. 

The king he charged all his holte, - 0 
In readineſſe there for to bee: e eee 


But noe man ſholde no weapon ſturre, 
Unleſſe a ſword drawne they ſhold fee.” 


Twelve of his knights did likewiſe Hl . 
The beſte of all his companye, T1 
To hold the parley with the kinge. 


Sir Mordred alſoe charged Re boſte, = | 
In readineſſe there for to bee; ; 5 
But noe man ſholde noe weapon ne 29981 O 

But if a ſworde dratne they ſhold ſee ! 


For he durſte not his sende bes 9 1 
Nor he his nephewe, ſothe to tel: 


Auacke! it was a woefulle caſq̃,,, 4 

| As ere in Chriſtentye befelle. - ff we Doh. 
But when they were together mette, 4} \ 
And both to faire accordance 8 3 : 


And a month's league betweene them % 


— 
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An addere crept forth of a bluſh, _ © 

Stunge one o th' king's knightes on the knee: 50 
Alacke l it was a woefulle chance, | 

As ever was in Chriſtentle. 


2 When the knighte found him wounded fore, 
And ſawe the wild-worme hanginge there; 
His ſworde he from his ſcabberde drewe : 53 
A piteous caſe as ye ſhall heare. 


For when the two hoſtes ſawe the ſworde, ö 
They joyned battayle inſtantlye; 

Till of ſoe manye noble knightes, A1 
On one ſide there were lefte but three. 60 


For all were flain that durſt abide, 2,0 
F And but ſome fewe that fled awaye : 
+1: Ay mee ! it was a bloudye fielde, 
3) ; | 
As ere was foughte on ſummer days. 


Upon king Arthur's owne partys, 65 
Onlye himſelfe eſcaped there, 

© [| And Lukyn duke of Gloſter free, 
And the king's butler Bedevere. 


And when the king beheld his knightes, . 

All dead and ſcattered on the molde ; 70 

The teares faſt trickled downe his face; 
That manlye face in fight ſo holde. 


Nowe reſte yee all, brave knights, he ſaid. 

Soe true and faithful to your truſt : [7 

And muſt yee then, ye valiant hearts 75 
Be lefte to moulder into duſt ! 31 


C 2 Moſt 
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Moſt loyal have yee been to mee, 
- Moſt true and faithful unto deathe : 
And, oh- to rayſe yee up againe, 
How freelye could I yield my breathe ? 


But ſee the traitors yet alive, U 

Lo where hee ſtalkes ee the. ene? 

Nowe bitterlye he ſhall abye : T1 H 
And vengeance fall upon his head. ; 


O ſtaye, my liege, then ſayd the duke; 1 
O ſtaye for love and charitie; | 

Remember what the viſion ſpake, 
Nor meete your foe, if it may bee. 


HY 


O, * mee not, thou worthye wight, 
This debt. my loyal knights I owe : ; 
Betide me life, betide me death, 
I will avenge them of ** foe. 


Then ftraite he graſp'd: kis truſtye ſpeare, | C 
And on his horſe then mounted hee : a | 

As his butler holpe him to his horſe, — 2; 
His bowels guſhed to his knee. 


| Alas then ſayd the noble king . 4 
{ That I ſhould live this ſight to ſee ! | 
To ſee this good knight here be flaine, \ 
All for his love in helping mee! "10 


© He put his ſpeare into his reſte ; | ; 
And to fir Mordred loud gan crye: 
Nowe ſette thyſelf upon thy guarde, | 
For traitor now thy death is nye, 


vlt 


vl 
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Sir Mordred lifted up his ſworde, 
And herce to meet the king ran hee : 


The king his ſpeare he through him thruſt ; 


A fathom thorow his bodie. 


When Mordred felt the ſtroke of death, 
And found that he was wounded ſoe ; 
He thruſte himſelfe upon the ſpeare, 
And ftrucke the king a deadlye blowe. - - 


Then grimmlye dyed fir Mordred, 
Preſentlye upon that tree: 

And bloody ſtreames ranne from the kinge, 
Ere to the duke returned hee. 


Sir Lukyn then he thus beſpake, 


| 105 


110 


115 


Sir knighte thou haſt beene faithfalle tryde, 


Nowe take my ſworde Excalibar,, 
That hangs ſo freelye by my ſyde. 


O take my ſworde Excalibar, 


And there into the river throwe : 
For here, henceforth, benethe this tree, 


All uſe of weapons I fotegoe. 


And fare thee well, thou truſtye ſword, 
A better neer had valiant knighte, 
With thee full ofte, and manye a daye, | 

Have I withſtood my foe in fighte. 


With this NIE fauchion in my hand, 
Oft have I reapd the bloody foelde ; 

But nowe the fatalle houre is come, 
That never more I may thee weelde. 


C 3 
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The duke then to the river went, 85 
And there his owne ſword in threwe hee: | 
But he kept back Excalibar, | 
| He kept it back in privitee. 

For all of coleyne was the blade; | 1 

And all the hilte of precious ſtone: | 
And ever alacke ! then ſayd the knighte, = 
Muſt ſuche a ſword awaye be throwne ! Y 
Then backe he came unto the kinge, be 
| Who ſayd, Sir Lukyn, what did yee ſee ? ns 
Nothing, my liege, fave that the winde 10 


Blewe oer the waters faire and free. 


O goe, againe, then ſaid the kinge, 
O good, ir Lukyn, goe againe : 45 
Into the riyere throwe my ſworde, 


Nor keepe me lingeringe here in 3 


. 0 The duke chen to the river went, . 

3D And the kings ſcabberd in threwe hee 1; 
= - ' But hee kept backe Excalibar, 
| And hid it undernethe a tree, 


| 

| Then backe he came to tell the kinge, 

Il . Who ſayde, Sir Lukyn ſawe ye oughte ? 

ll - Nothinge, my liege, fave that the winde 13 
Nowe with the angrye waters fought. N 


» O Lukyn, Lukyn, fayd the kinge, | 
= _ . Twice haſte thou dealt deceytfullye : 
Alacke, whom may wee ever truſte, 
When ſuche a knighte ſoe falſe can bee? 16 
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Saye, wouldſt thou have thy maſter dead ; 
All for a ſword, that wins thine eye: 
Nowe goe againe, and throwe it in, 
Or here the tone of us ſhall dye. 


The duke, all ſhent with this rebuke, 165 
No aunſwere made unto the kinge: 
© But to the rivere tooke the ſworde,  * © 
14 , And threwe? it far as he coulde flinge. 

"A bande and an arme did meete the ſworde, 
And flouriſhd three times in the air: 170 
Then ſunke benethe the renninge ſtreme, 

enen N 


"Al ſors atonied flood the duke; 

He ſtood as ſtill, as ſtill mote be: 1 
Then haſtend backe to telle the kinge; 175 
But he was gone from benethe che Wee 
Unto whe piace be colde not | le ' — A. 1 

For never aſter he did him ſpye: fo | 

15 But hee ſawe a barge goe from the il i 

| And hee heard __ howle and crye, *,* 180 
4 And 


* Not unlike that paſſage: in VI nein; _ 
Summoque ulularent vertice nymph, 


1 Ladies was the word our old Englifh writers ofed fir 


Nymphs : As in the following lines of an hes: * in the 
ales s MS 4 112 15 : 


« When ſcorching Phabus be did meu, t 
« Then Lady Venus went to hunt 
To gobom Diana did reſort, 


% With all the Ladyes of . 4 Gates. wg 
8 Of ſprings, end floades, & S. 0 | ®. | 


m V4 <4 
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| : And whether the 2 there, or not, | 
| 
| 


Hee never.knewe;. nor ever code 
For from that ſad and direfulle daye, 
Hee neyer more was ſeene on molde. - 


b "are 
| THE LEGEND OF KING ARTHUR 
| 


We have here a 172 nary of K 2 Hiſtory 
as given by Teff, of Monmouth and the. old chronicles, 
with the addition 3 few circumſtances from the ro- 


| mance Morte Arthur. — The ancient chronicle of Ger. 

| de Leew, (quoted above in p.. 24.)) ſeems 10 have been 

chiefly followed: upon the authority of which we bave re- 

* Hiored ſome of the names which were corrupted in the MS. 

2d have tranſpoſed one flanza,. which appeared to be 
miſplaced. [viz. that beginning at . 49. which K. the 

ww. fallowed v. 36. 


Printed JO the ens s ancient eee 
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F Brutus“ blood, i in Btittaine bome, 

King Arthur Lum to name 
Through Chriſtendome, and Heattiyneſe' 07 
| | | Well know ne is my 1 k 99; F _ 
| 881 n 05 2A 
| 12 Jeſus Chriſt I doe beleeve; 5 
=  { I amaChriftyan bore; 4 
| | The Father, Sone, and Holy Ghoft 14, e 
| One * 1 „ eg ls TR 2 
| 


Ver. 8. He began bis — A. . «ts, An to 
' the Chronicles. 


| 40 Ni a 8 8 
Wy the ain — yeers, nt 
| Ore Brittaine I did rayne, eee 
| After my ſavior Chiilt his byrth : 5 
| Wat Une TI matntume © 1 
rue Hil 4 ALLIS The 
Ver + Brute his: MS; OP Wa * 
| 
| 


\ 
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The fellowſhipp of the table round, 
SGioe famous in thoſe dayes ; 
Whereatt a hundred noble knights, 13 
54 And thirty ſate alwayes: 


Who ſor their deeds and martiall feates, 


As bookes done yett record, 
R Amongſt all other nations 


Wer feared through the world. 20 
ö ; 
ory Ne 
les, And in the caſtle off Tyntagill 
we! King Uther mee begate 
Oft Agyana a bewtyous ladye, 
wy And come of his eſtate. 
48. 
e And when I was fifteen yeeres old, 25 
the Then was I crowned kinge : 
All Brittaine that was att an uproce, 
I did to quiett bringe. 
And drove the Saxons from the realme, 
Who had oppreſt this land ; 39 
All Scotland then throughe manly feates » 
I conquered with my hand. | 
| 
9 Ireland, Denmarke, © and' Norwaye, 4 
Theſe countryes wan I all; 
Iſeland, Gotheland, and Swetheland ; 35 
I made their kings my thrall. | 
10 TI conquered all Gallya, 
That now is called France: 
ö 8 And 
he 


Fer. 23. She is named Igerna in the old Chronicles. 
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And I flew the hardye Froll in feild 
My honor to advance. 


And the ugly gyant Dynabus 
Soe terrible to vewe, | 
That in Saint Barnards mount did lye, 
| By force of armes 1 flew : 


And Lucyus the emperour of Rome 
I brought to deadly wracke ; 

And a thouſand more of noble knightes 
For feare did turne their backe: 


Five kinges of paynims I did kill 
Amidſt that bloody ſtrife ; 50 
Beſides the Roman emperour 
Who alſoe loſt his life. 


Whoſe carcaſſe I did ſend to Rome 
Cladd poorlye on a beere ; | 

And afterward I paſt mount Joye 55 
The next approaching yeere. any 


Then I came to Rome, where I was mett 
Right as a conquerour, 
And by all the cardinalls folempnelye 
I was crowned an emperour. 60 


One winter there I made abode : 
Then word to mee was brought | 
Howe Mordred had oppreſst the crowne : 
What treaſon he had wrought, » 1 


\Fer. 39. Froland field MS. Froll accords #9 the 
Chronicles was a Roman knight governor of Gaul 


Ver. 49. of Pavye. MS, Ver. 51, Grecian, MS, 


＋ 
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At home in Brittaine with my queene; 
Therefore I came with ſpeedle 
To Brittaine backe with all my power 
Io quitt that traiterous deede 


And ſoone at Sandwiche I arrivde, 
Where Mordred me withſtoode: 

But yett at laſt I landed there, en 

45 With effuſion of much blo ou. 


For there my nephew ſir Gawaine dyed, 
Being wounded in chat ſore, 


Wr 
4 Had given dim before. 
Thence chaſed I Mordred a away, , 
Wo ſledd to London rygt :s: 


From London to Wincheſter, and 5 | 
To Cornewalle rea fx.” Nigg 219 1 


51 And ain 1 him patdbes with reeds 
Till at the laſt we mett; 

Wherby an appointed day of hghs - 

Was * agreede and fete.” 1d 02 259117} or 


Sant wo 


Where we did fight, of 8 hs 
Eche other todeprive,” (NP * 
Till of a hundred thouſand men 
Scarce one was left alive. Qi 


60 61 


There all the noble chivalrye Kore 
At Of Brittaine tooke their end; © 
_ -  O fee how fickle is their ſtate 
Be | That doe on fates depend 101 24 7 oy 


V er. 92. Feates, MS, 
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30 
There al the traiterous men were lane 15 


of | : 


Not one eſcapte away; I 9101912 


And there dyWidllt My valljant , n ; 95 
Alas ! that weefull day 7): 


Tuo and twenty ycere I ware the crowns, 
58 In honor and great fame; Mb rl 
And thus by death was Gdentns : | "YE 7 an 
end- . Ab ed 100 


| 


"» £4.> * 
4 * 112 444 


. | 20 {1 * l wedgqaa T $3974 To 
„ ADYTTIETO@HEY r. [| 
1 16217 ni 305953 in ois, 910 


Copied from an old MS. in the Citron Library, ep. 4. 
25. ] intitled, . Divers things of Hen. viij 's time.” 


| Neri iel 1 tv» 


H O ſekes t to tame the n 


Or cauſse "he Hoods bend, to his wyll, - 
Or els againſt dame natures kinde EW. 


1090 8 


To change things frame by _—_— ſ&yll : 


That man I thipke beſtoweth paine. Aus inf 5 


Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 


$6993 10 ab b. gg ns Id 
Who ſtrives to breake the Ruzdye flee tele, wy If. 
Or goeth about to ſtaye the ſunne ; 
Who thinks to cauſse an oke torerle 98 / 
Which never can by force be dene 10 
That man likewiſe beſtoweth pain 
Thoughe that his laboure be in vaine. 


Who thinks to ſtryve againſt-thejſtreame; . 

% And for to fayle without, a maſte ;..;,..; 1 
Unleſse he thinks perhapps to faine, 7 13 

His travel! ys forelornearid-waſte 3 - 7 


E 


Ver. 4. cauſſe. MS. | | Af 321107 en 


£ >» 
, 


* 
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And ſo in cure of all his paine, wn IL 
His travell ys his cheffeſt gaine. | 


80 he lykewiſe, that goes about Net 
To pleaſe eche eye and every eare, _ 20 


Had nede to have withouten doubt 


A golden gyft with hym to beate; 
For evyll report ſhall be his gaine, 
Though he beſtowe both api and paine. 


God grant eche man eee Way 25 
God ſend us all a. happy place; 


And let us pray unto the end, 


” 9 


That we may have our princes grace : 
Amen, amen! ſo ſhall we gaine 
A dewe reward for all our paine. - _ 30 


VII. 
GLASGERION. 
Printed from the Editor's MS. colledtion. © 


Laſgerion was a kinges owne. ſonne, f 
And a harper he was goode : : 
le harped in the kinges chambere, 
Where cuppe and ale wes oo 


And ſoe did he in the 22 chambere, 5 

Till ladyes waxed glad. #20 

And then beſpake the kinges daughter ba- 
Theſe were the wordes ſhe ſayd.”” 197: 


Strike on, ſtrike on, Glaſgerion, 


Of thy ſtriking doe not blinne: 10 


| wy X Theres 
Ver. 6. wood. MST. © 
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Theres never a ſtroke comes oer thy harpe, 
But it glads my harte withinne. 1910 


Faire might he fall, ladye, quoth hee, 
©> Who taught you nowe to ſpeake! 
I have loved you, ladye, ſeven longe yeare 15 
My minde I never durſt breake. | 


* F 


But come to my bower, my Glaſgerion, 
When all men are att reſt: 


As I am a ladye true of my promiſe, 
— en, ebase 20 


Home then came Glaſgerion, { 
A glad man, lord! was hee. 
And, come thou hither; Jacke my boy; 
Come hither unto mee. 


For the kinges daughter of Normandye 25 
Hath granted mee my boone: © | 
*And att her chambere muſt I bee 
 Beffore the cocke have crowen. 


„ toms $2ow to ton th RY 
O maſter, maſter, then quoth hee. 


Lay your head heere on this fone: _ 30, 
For I will waken you, maſter deare, 5 
Afore it be time to 2725 


But up then roſe that lither 5 be 117 
And hoſe and ſhoone did gbd gedit br A 
A coller he caſt upon his aol ow ot 
He ſeemed a gentleman. 


: 2 


Nr. 16. harte. MS. 
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And when he came to the ladyes chambere, 
He thrilled upom a piun. 

The lady was true of her promiſe, 

And roſe and lett him in. 


He did not take the lady gaye 

Io boulſter nor to bed: 

Nor thoughe he had his wicked wille, 
A ſingle word he ſed. 885 


He did not kiſſe that ladyes mouthe, 

Nor when he came, nor yode : 
And ſore that ladye did miſtruſt 

He was of ſome churles blode. 


But home then came that lither ladd, 
And did off his hoſe and ſhoone ; 
And caſt the coller from off his necke: 
23 He was but a churles ſonne. 


Awake, awake, my deere maſter, 
The cock hath well-nigh crowen. 
Awake, awake, -my maſter deere, 
I hold it time to be gone. 
30% 6 | ey 
| For I have ſaddled your horſe, maſter, 
Well bridled I have your fteede; 


And 1 have ſerved you a good breakfaſt: 
For therof ye have need. 


351 Up then roſe, good Glaſgeriòn, 
And did on hoſe and ſhoone ; 
And caſt a coller about his necke; 
And For he was a kinge his ſonne. 
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f And when he came to the ladyes chambere, 


* 
% 


He thrilled upon the pinne : 
The ladye was more than true of promiſe, 
And roſe and let him inn. 


O whether have you left-with me 
Your bracelet or your glove? 


Or are you returned backe againe OY 


To know more of my love? 


_ Glaſgerion ſwore a full great othe, 


By oake, and aſhe, and thorne; _ 
Ladye, I was never in your chambere, 
Sith the time that I was borne. 


O O then it was your lither foot-page, 


He hath beguiled mee. 


Then ſhe pulled forth a little 1 


A : 


Sayes, 3 ſhall never noe churles blood 
Within my bodye ſpring : 


No churles blood ſhall cer defile - 


The daughter of a kinge. 


Home then went Glaſgdrion, 1 


And woe, good lord, was hee. 
Sayes, come thou hither, Jacke wy boye, 
Come hither unto mee. 


If I had killed a man to night, 
Jacke, I would tell it thee : 


- But if I have not killed a man to night 


Jacke, thon haft killed three, 


Ver. 77. little, MS. 


A 
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{And he pulled det his bright brows Forde 
And dry'd it on his ſleeve, 

And he ſmote off that lither ladds head, 
Who did his ladye grieve. 


He ſett the ſwords poynt till his breaſt, 
The pummil untill a ſtone: 


Throwe the falſeneſſe of that lither ladd, 
Theſe three lives all were gone. 


Ver. 100. werne all. MS. 


vir. 


x * 
{ * 
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95 


100 


OLD SIR ROBIN OF PORTINGALE, 


From an ancient copy in the Editor's MS. collection. 


1 never again ſoe old a man 
0 Marrye ſoe yonge a wife, 
As did old fir” Robin of Portingale; 
Who may rue all the dayes of his life. 


For the mayors daughter of Lin, god wott, 
He choſe her to his wife, 


5 


And thought with her to have lived in love, | 


But they * to hate and ſtrife. 


They ſcarce were in their wed- bed laid, 
And ſcarce was hee aſſeepe, 

But upp ſhe roſe, and forth ſhee goes, 
To the ſteward, and gan to weepe. 


* }Yleepe you, wake you, fair fir Gyles ? 
Or be you not withinn? 


10 


Sleepe 
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\ . Sleepe you, n ore, d bann 
Ariſe and let me inn. 8 
1 I am wating, hats, be fad, | 
Sweete ladye, what is your wille? 
I have bethought me of a wyle _ 441 511 
How my wed- _ woull vin un ac 20 


85 A ak rg — — | 5 
f That dwell about this towne, 


Even twenty-four of my near cozens, 
Shall  helpe to ding _ W. 


All this beheard his nue en f 25 
As he watered his maſters ſteed; 
And for his maſters ſad perille 
His verry heart did bleed. 


He mourned, fighed, and wept full fore: | : 
I ſweare by the holy roode. _ © 3862 
Were blent water and bloode. $13 T7 og ry . 


All that beheard his deare maſter 
As he ſtood at his garden pale: 
Sayes, Ever alacke, my litle foot - page, 35 
| What cauſes thee to wail ? n 5 


Hath any one done to thee e 
Any of thy fellowes here? 
Or is any one » of thy good friends dead, 

That thou ſhedſt many a teare? I 


Ver. 32; blend, MS. 
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Or if it be my head bookes- man, 
Aggrieved he ſhal bee: 
For no man here within my howſe, 
Shall doe wrong unto thee. 


| 0 it is not your head bookes-man, 45 
20 Nor none of his degree : Se 
But © on' to-m6rrow ere it be noone 
All doomed to die are yee. 


And of that bethank your head ſteward, 
And thank your gay ladee. 50 
If this be true, my litle foot-page, 
85 The heyre of my land thouſt bee. 


If it be aot true, my dear maſter, 
No good death let me die. | 
Ik it be not true, thou litle foot-page, 55 
% A dead corfe ſhalt thou lie. 
O call now downe my faire ladye, 
O call her downe to mee: 
And tell my ladye gay how ſicke, 
And like to die I bee. Tr 60 


L Downe then came his ladye faire, 
All clad in purple and pall: 

The rings that were on her fingers, 
| Caſt light throughout the hall. 


What is your will, my owne wed-lord? 65 

What is your will with mee? 

O ſee, my ladye deere, how ſicke, 
And like to die I bee. | 


And 
Fer. 47. or. MS. V. 48. deemed. MS. . 56. bee. MS. 
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+ And thou be ficke, -my own wed-lord, 
Soe ſore it grieveth mee: 
But my five maydens and myſelfe 
Will make the bedde for thee : 


And at the waking of your firſt fleepe, 
We will a hot drinke make: 
And at the waking of your firſt ſleepe, 2 75 
Your ſorrowes we will ſlake. 3 


He put a filke cote on his backe, 
And mail of manye a fold: e 
And hee putt a ſteele cap on his head, Y 
Was gile with good red gold. 80 


He layd a bright browne fword by his fide, 
And another att his feete : 
- And twentye good knights he placed at hand, 
Too watch him in his ſleepe. 


ES 


And about the middle time of the night, 
Came twentye-four traitours inn: 
Sir Giles he was. the foremoſt man, 
63 'The leader of that ginn. 


The old knight with his bright browne kword, 


Sir Gyles head ſoon did winn : 90 
And ſcant of all thoſe twenty- foure, f 
Went out one quick agenn. 
None fave only a litle foot page, 
Crept forth at a window of ſtone : 
And he had two armes when he came in, 95 
And he went back with one. © | 
N ' 
- 


- CY - - * 
B * | | Up 
4 * * * 4 nt _- 9 . " 
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Upp then came that ladie gaye 
With torches burning bright” 
She thought to have brought fir Gyles a drinke, 
Butt ſhe found her one wedd knight. 100 


The firſt thinge that ſhe ſtumbled on 
It was fir Gyles his foote: 

Sayes, Ever, alacke, and woe is mee! 
Here lyes my ſweete hart-roote. 


The next thinge that ſhe ſtumbled on 108 
It was fir Gyles his headle 
Sayes, Ever, alacke, and woe is me! 
Heere lyes my true love deade. 


He cutt the pappes beſide her breft, _ 

And did her body ſpille; 3 562: 

He cutt the eares beſide her heade, * 
And bade her love her fille. 


| He called * up his litle Werpage 
And made him there his heyre; 

And ſayd henceforth my worldly 7150 505 19 
And countrye I forſwe are.. 


He ſhope the croſſe on his right ſhoulder, | 
ö Of the white clothe' and the redde “, 

And went him into the holy land, 1 
Whereas Chriſt was quicke and deade. 120 
: ; | | 3 % f | 
8 1 IX. T HE 
Pier. 118. fleſhe. MS. 
3 perſon, who went on a CxoisapE to the 
Holy Land, 72 ly wore a croſs on his upper garment 


on the right 


lder, as a badge of bis profeſſion fur 84. 
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| w. 
TAE GABERLUNZ IE MAN. 
A $Scortisnu Sons. 


Tradition aſſures us that the auibor of this ſong Was 
K. Janes . of Scotland; and the fn of it, an ad- 

venture be had with a country girl in diſguiſe. It has 
Þumour : the old woman's ſurpriſe on diſcovering her leſs 
has been particularly admired. Hiftory informs us that 
James was beth amorous and poetical > many of his 
verſes were extant when þ atv Hawthernder 


wrote bis biftory.—— James V. died « 13, 1542, 
aged 33. 
HE pauky auld Carle tame ovir the lee 
L WY mony good-eens and days to mee 
Saying, Goodwife, for zour courteſie, 
Will ze lodge a filly poor man. 
The night was cauld, the carle was wit, 785 IN 
And down azont the ingle he fat; | 
My dochtexs ſhoulders he gan to clap, 
; And cadgily ranted and ſang 


O wow! quo he, were I as free, 


As firſt when I faw this countrie, £7. A 30 
How blyth and merry wad I bee! 
© And I wad nevir think lang. ok 8 

| 4 He 


| i T7? 


ferent nations "hb dift Hingui e 2 different 
.colgurs : The Engliſh wore white ; the French red; Ec. 
eems th be co be in the ballad. 


This circumſtance 5 
[Vide TOER . Chow ers's Did. &:] 


* 
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He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain; . 

But little did her auld minny ken 

What thir flee twa togither were ſay'n, 15 
When wooing they were ſa thrang. E 


And O] quo he, am ze were as black, : 
As evir the the crown of your dadyes hat, f 
Tin I wad lay thee by my back, | HA, 
And awa wi” me thou fould gang. 20 
And O! quoth the, ann I were as white, 
| As evir the ſnaw lay on the dike, 
| IId clead me braw, and lady-like, 
And awa with thee Id gang. 
J 


Between the twa was made a plot; | 25 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 
And wyliely they ſhot the lock, 

And faſt tothe bent are they gane. 
Up the morn the auld wife raiſe, © | 
And at her leifure put on her claiths, 30 
Syne to the ſervants bed ſhe gaes 

To „ tgg. 17 erp ca 


— 


She gaed to the bed, Thott the 1 lay, 
Tube ſtrae was cauld, he was away, | 7 
She clapt her hands, cryd, wal-a- day, 35 
, For ſome of our geir will be gane. | 
Some ran to coffers, and ſame to kiſts, 


But nought was ſtown that could be miſt, 
She dancid her lane, cryd, praiſe be veſt, 


f enen. e 1lbg © _ 
Since naithings awa, as we can learn, 
A The kirns to kirn, and milk to cart, 

| Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 


And 


* & 


3 
> 


3 ANCIENT SONGS 


And bid her come quickly ben. 
The ſervant gaed where the dochter lay, a 
The ſheets was cauld, 'ſhe was . | 
And faſt to her goodwife can fſay, 
Shes aff with the elende. 


0 fy garride, and fy gar rin, 
> And haſt ze find theſe traitors 1 
For ſhees be burnt, and hees be _ 
- The wearyfow gaberlunzie man. 
Some rade upo horſe, ſome ran a fit, 
The wife was wood, and out o' her wit; 
She could na gang, nor yet could ſhe fir; 
But ay did curſe and did ban. 


"Mien time far hind out owre the lee, 

Fou ſnug in a glen, where nane could * we 

The twa, with kindlie ſport and gle, 

Curt frae a new cheeſe a whang. | - 650 

be priving was gude, it pleas d them bath, 

To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith. _ 
Quo ſhe, to leave thee, I will be laith; 

My winſome da buggy 


— 
Leg 
©, 


R 7 i 
o: berg ot 


O kend by Eri were wi abu, ee 
» Hifardly wad ſhe crook her mou, f 
Sic a poor man ſheld nevir trow, [OE 
Aftir the gaberlunzie-mon. 
My dear, quo he, zee're zet owre zonge # 
And hae na learnt the beggars tonge, 
Too follow ine frae toun to ton, 
And carrie the gaberlünzie of. 


Wi knuk and keel, Ill win zour bread, 
And ſpindl es and whorles for them wha need; 


 _ Whilk is a gentil trade indeed . eee 75 | 
g . ; T9 Ve 


. 
F 
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To carrie the gaberlunzie—0o. 
Ill bow my leg and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout owre my ee, 
A criple or blind they will cau mee: 
While we fall © ſing and be merrie—0. 8 


Ver. $0. be merrie and ſing. Common editions. 
\CHI L DOW AT E RS. 


CnilD is frequent uſed by our old. writers, as a 
Title. It is er. iven to Prince Arthur in the 
airie Queen and t be ono of a king is in the ſame poem 
alled Child Triſtram. [B. 5. c. 11. fl. 8. 13.— B. 6, 
2. ft. 36.—Ibid. c. 8. fl. 15.] In an old ballad quoted 
n 1 Shakeſpeare' s K. Lear, the hero of Arioſto is called 
hild Roland. Mr. Theobald ſuppoſes. this uſe, of the word 
as received; along with their romances from the Spa- 
0 iardi, 2vith whom. Infante fignifies a Prince. Another 
ritic tells us, that in the 11 times 0 chivalry, the 
noble youth, who were candidates for "knighthood, 
during the time of their probation were called Infans, 
Varlets, Damoylels, Bacheliers., The ma/t noble of 
the youth, were particularly called Infans.” 4 late 
4 mmentator on Spehſer obſerves, that the Saxomm word © 
uhr knight, Jignifies alſo a Child. | [See e s le. te 
be F. 
The Editor's MS. collection, Wr the following piece 
taten, affords ſeveral other ballads, wherein the a 
bild occurs as @ title: but in none e theſe It fignifies 
— » See the Jorg intitled Gi Nai, 4 this 
ume. 


2E 


1 7 Nute 
M41 o 


Hilde Waters in his table md 1 1455 
And ſtroakt his milke-white Reede: | 
To him a fayre yonge ladye came 1 
T As ever ware womans weede, . : 
['J Vox. III. | D Sayess 


So ANCIENT SON 6 8 | 


Sayes, Chriſt you ſave, good Childe Waters; 
_ _ Bayes, Chriſt you fave, and ſee: 
My girdle of gold that was too Tonge, 

Is now too ſhort far; mee. 


and alt is With one child of yours, 
I feele ſturre at my fide: n ed. of 
My gowne of greene it is too ſtraighte; 5 
Before, it was too wide. 


If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he ſayd, 


Be mine as you tell mee; 
Then take you Chefhire and Lancaſhire both, 


Take them your owne to bee. 


| 11 che childe be mine, faire Ellen, he * 
Be mine, as you doe ſweare; 

Fr Then take you Cheſhire and Lancaſhire both, 
| And make that childe your heyre. 


* Shoe  ſayes, 1 had tither baue one kiſſe, 
N Childe Waters, of thy mouth ; 
Than I Wolde have Cheſhire and Lancaſhire both, 
| » Thatlye by. north and . 


Ad T had rather have one twinklinge, % 
Childe Waters of thine ee: | 
Then J wolde have Cheſhire and Lancaſhire both 
| To take them pine one „ 


20 


To morrowe, Ellen, I muſt forth ye 
Farr into the north/countree z..- 
Ellen, muſt goe with mee, | ba * 


© Thoug| 
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WM: Thoughe I am not that lady fayre, 
« Yet let me go with thee: 
And ever I pray you, Childe Waterz, 


Your foot-page let me bee. 
If you will my foot-page bee, Ellen, 


As you doe tell to mee 
Then you muſt cut your. . of greene, 
An inch above your knee: .. 


Sc muſt you doe your yellowe lockes, 
An inch above your. ee: 


1 ſou muſt tell-no man what is my name; 
My foot-page then you ſhall bee. 


dhee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode, 
Ran barefoote by his ſyde; 

Yet was he never ſoe courteous a knighte, 
To ſay, Ellen, will you ryde ? | 


Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode, 
Ran barefoote thorow the broomez _ 
th, Let was he never ſoe courteous a knighte, 
To ſay, put on your ſhoone. 


:MRide ſoftlye, thee ſayd, O Childe Waters, 
Why doe you ryde fo faſt ? 
th The childe, which is no mans but thine, 
My bodye ite will braſt. 


Hee fayth, ſeeſt thou yond water, Ellen, 
That flows from banke to brimme,--- 
\ # | truſte i in God, O Child Waters, 
| You never will ſee me ſwimme. 


10u20 ß D 4 


* ANCIENT SONOS 


But when ſhee came to the water Hee, 
Shee ſayled to the chinne 
Nowe the Lord of heaven be my ſpool, | 
For I muſt learne to ſwimme. 


The ſalt waters bare up her clothes; 
Our Ladye bare up her chinne: 


Chilge Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 1 


Jo fee faire Ellen ſwimme. 


And when ſhee over the water was 
Shee then came to his knee. 

Hee ſayd, Come hither, thou fayre Ellen, 
Loe yonder what I ſee. 1 


Seeſt thou not yonder hall, Ellen? 
Of red gold ſhines the yate: 
Of twenty foure faire ladyes there 

The faireſt is my mate. 


Seeſt thou not yonder hall, Ellen? 
Of red golde ſhines the towre: : 
ä There are twenty four fayre — there, 
The fayreſt is my paramoure. 


I ſee the hall nowe, Childe Waters, | 
Of red golde ſhines the yate : 
God give you good now of yourſelfe, 44 


And of your worthye mate. 


I ſee the hall now, Childe Waters, 
Of red golde ſhines the towre « 


God give you good now of yourlſelfe, 
- And of your paramoure. . 


Ver. 84. worldlye. MS. 


There 


AND BALELA PDS. 53 


here twenty four fayre ladyes were 
A playing at the ball: | 90 
And Ellen the fayreſt ladye there, 
Muſt bring his fteed to the ſtall. 


here twenty four fayre ladyes were, 

A playinge at the cheſſe; W 
And Ellen the fayreſt ladye there, | 95 
Muſt bring his horſe to graſle. 


nd then beſpake Childe Waters ſiſter, 

Theſe were the wordes ſayd ſhee : 

ou have the prettyeſt page, brother, | 
That ever I did ſee. 100 


zut that his bellye it is ſoe bigge, 
His girdle ſtands ſoe hye: 

lud ever I pray you, Childe Waters, 
Let him in my chamber lye. 


— 


t is not fit for alittle foot page, 105 
That has run throughe moſſe and myre, 
ſo lye in the chamber of any ladye, 

That weares ſoe riche attyre. N 


is more meete for a little foot page, 

That has run throughe moſſe and myre, 110 
o take his ſupper upon his knee, 

And lye by the kitehen fyre. 


Fi 


low when they had ſupped every one, 
To bedd they tooke theyr waye: 


e ſayd, come hither, my little foot - page, 115 
nd hearken wok I faye. 
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Goe Fn downe into ede towne, 

And lowe into the ſtreete; 

The fayreſt ladye that thou canſt finde, 
Hyre in mine armes to ſleepe , 

And take her up in thine armes twaine, 
For filing of her feete. 


Ellen is gone into the towne, e ? 


0 


And lowe into the ſtreete: | 
The fayreſt ladye that ſhee colde einde, 
She hyred in his armes to ſleepe; 
And tooke her up in her armes twayne, 
F or *. of her fete. 


I praye you nowe, good Childe Waters, 
Let mee lye at your feet: 


For there is noe place about this houſe, 
Where I may faye a ſleepe. 


He gere her leave, and faire Ellen 


Down at his beds feet laye: 
This done the nighte drove on apace, | 
And when it was neare the daye, 


Hee ſayd, Riſe up, my little foot - page, 


Give my ſteede corne and haye; 


To carry mee better we 


Up then roſe the fayte Ellen 
And gave his ſteede corne and haye : 
And foe ſhee did the good black oates, 
Io carry bim the better awaye. 


. e. defili , 
2 1 — 


. 


4 


And give him no we the good black oats, 


ge leaned her back to the manger ide, 
And grievouſly did groane: 


Shee leaned her back to the manger me 


And there ſhee made der moane. 


And that KO his Wees eue, 
Shee heard © her woefull woe.” 
Shee ſayd, Riſe up, thou Childe Waters, 
And into thy ſtable goe.. 


For in thy ſtable is a ghoſt, 
That grievouſly doth grone :- 


Or elſe ſome woman laboures with childe;. 


Shee is ſo woe-begone. 


Up; then roſe Childe Waters ſoone; 
And did on his ſbirte of ſilke; 
And then he put on his othere clothes, 


On his bodye as white as milke:. 


And when he came to the ſtable dore,. 
Full ftill there hee did ſtand, 

That hee mighte heare his fayre Ellen, 
Howe ſhee made her monand.. 


Shee ſayd, Lullabye, mine-own dear childe, 


Lullabye, deare childe, deare: 
I wolde thy father were a kinge, 
in mothere layd on. a biere 


Peace nowe, hee ſayd, good faire Ellen, 


88 
145 


ERS SAI?” 


150 


155 


168 


Bee of good cheere, I praye ; 170 
And the bridall and the churchinge bothe 
Shall bee upon one daye. | | 

A . 4. NIDEBHED. 


Fer. 164. i. e. moaning, bemoaning, c. 
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*PHILLIDA AND CORYDON. 


From a ſmall guarto MS. in the editor's poſſeſſion, wwritten 
in the time of Q. Elizabeth : It's author unknown. 


N the merrie moneth of Maye, « 
In a morne by break of daye ; | 
With a troope of damſelles playing 
Forthe © I yode' forſooth a maying : 


| When, anon by a wood ſide, mow Lmpt 2 3 


Where that Maye was in his pride, 6 
J eſpied all alone 
Phillida and Corydon. 


Muche adoe there was, god wot : 
He wold love, and ſhe wold not. 10 
She ſayde, never man was trewe: 


He ſayes, never falſe to you. 
e hub He 


Ver. 4. the wode. MS. 
A copy of this ſonnet, containing ſome variations, 
ip reprinted in the Muſes Library, page 295. from an 


Ancient miſcellany, intitled, England's Helicon 1600. 


4to. The author was Nicholas Breton, a writer of ſome 
fame in the reign of Elizabeth, who alſo publiſhed an 
Interlude, intitled, An old man's Leſſon, and a' young 
man's Lowe,” 1605. 4to. And many other little pieces 
in proſe and werſe, the titles of which may be ſeen in 
Winftanley, Ame's, Typog. and Oſtornes Harl. cata- 
leg. Cc. — He is mentioned with great reſpect by Meres, 
in his 2d. part of Wit's commonwealth, 1598, f. 283. 
and is alluded to in Beaumont and 'Fletcher's Scornful 
, 44 Ad. and again in Wit without Money, A. 3d. 
er Whalley's Ben. Jobnſon, Vol. 3. p. 1. 


ten 


I9 


AND BALURDS 37 


He fayde, hee had lovde her longe: e 
She ſayes, love cold have no wronge.  < 
Corydon wold kiſſe her then: 442 
She ſayes, ane muſt kiffe x no o men, 45 


Tyll they doe for goed and A Be ud. 
When ſhe made the ſhepperde call . 
All the heavens to wytnes truthe, _ pl 
Never livde a truer Vouthe. e 20 


Then with _— a prettie ihe | 
Yea and nay, and, faith and trothe ; 
Suche as ſeelie ſhepperdes uſe 

When they do not love abuſe, 


Love that had bene long deluded, 25 
Was with kiſſes fweete concluded; | 

And the mayde with garlands gaye , 

« Crownde” the > of the Maye. my 


o * * . 
* * 
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XII. 


LITTLE MUSGRAVE. AND LADY BARN ARD. 
b; 


This ballad i is ancient, W has "Bs nad we * 
it quoted in many old plays. See Beaum. and Fletcher's 


Knight of the Burning Peſtle. Alo. 1613. At 5. The 
Varietie, a comedy, 12mo. 1649. At 51 Sc. In Sir 


William Davenant's play, The Witts, A. 3, a gallant 
thus boaſts of himſelf, | | 
% Limber and found ! befides I fing Muſgrave, 
« And for Chevy-chace no lark comes near me. - 
In the Pepys collection is an imitation of this old "ſongs 
in a different meaſure, by a more modern pen, with many 


lerations, but evidently oy the . N 
D 5 1 Tie 


Ver. 28. Was the. MS. 
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This is given 
79 the Eller, 


Wot fell out e on a « bighe ehe daye, 
As many bee in the yeare, 

When yong men and maides together do goe 
Their maſſes and mattins to heare. 


_ Little Muſgrave came to the church door,. 
”% The prieſt was at the maſs, 

+, But he had more mind of the fine omen 
Then he had of our Ladyes gre... 


And fnef ama cadin greene, | 
And others were clad in pall, ; 

And then came in my lord Barnardes wife, 

The faireſt among them all. RIA t 21 


7 . 


22 


0 * 


Shee N eye on little Muſgrave, .| 
As bright as the fummer ſunne : | 
O then bethought him little Muſgrave, 
This ladyes heart I have a wonne. 


eee. e in | 


| Quoth we, I have loved 93 little Muſgrave, 


Fulle long and manye ataye: © 
So have ] loved you, ladye faite, 
Vet word I never durſt age. 


I have a bower at Bucklesford-Bury, | 
Full daintilye bedight, - - + 


If thoult wend thither, my little Muſgrave, . 


hou lig in mine armes all dicht. 


--Quoth hee, I thanke yee, dye "TIE 
Tui kindneſs yee ſhew'to mee 


+ =» . 5 © 
- ; 
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And whether it be to my weale or wore 
This night will I lig with the. 


All this beheard a tiney foot-page, ot: if 

By his ladyes coach as he ranne © 0 - 
Quoth he, thoughe I am my ladyes page, | 
Let Ime wy lord Barnardes manne 


My lord Barnard ſhall knowe of this: 
Although I loſe a'limbe.. 

And ever whereas the bridges were broke 35 
He layd him doune to fwimme. 5 


Aſleep or awake; thou lord Barnaid,. 
As thou art a man of life, 

Eo ! this ſame night at Bucklesford-Bury- | 
Little Muſgraves abed with thy mm 40 


Fit be trewe, thou tiney n 
This tale thou haſt told to mee, 
Then all my lands in Bucklesford- Bury 
I' freelye. will give to thee. 


But and it be a lye, thou tiney foot: page, 45; 
This tale thou haft told to mee, | 
On the higheſt tree in Bucklesford-Bury 
All hanged ſhalt thou bee. 


Riſe up; riſe up. my merry men all, . 
And ſaddle me my ſteed e, 58 
This night muſt Ito Bucklesford-Bury n 
Sod wott, I had never more neede. T7 
nes fome they whiltled; and ſome they fangs. 
And ſome did loudlye laye,. 321; 
al © 3 
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Whenever lord Barnardes borne it blewe 53 f 
Awaye, Muſgrave, awaye. xy | 


Methinkes I hear the throſtle cocke, | 
Miethinkes I hear the jaye, Lf] 
Methinkes I heare lord Barnardes horne, | 
I would I were awaye. 60 


Lye ftill, lye ſtill; thou little Muſgrave, ' 

And huggle me from the col. 

For it is but ſome ſhephardes boyh e | 
A whiſtling his ſheepe to the fold. 


Is not thy hawke upon the pearche 1 65 
/ | Thy horſe eating corne and haye ? TY 

And thou a gaye ladye within thine armes : * 
And wouldſt thou be awaye? 


With that lord Barnard came to the dore, 
And lighted upon a ſtone; | 
And he pulled out three ſilver keyes, 

And opened the dores eche one. 


"He lifted up the coverlett, 
He lifted up the ſheete; ' —» 17 
How now, how now, thou little Mulgrave, n aq s 
Doſt find my gaye ladye ſweete? | 


] find her ſweete, quoth little Muſgrave, 1 > {4% 

The more is my griefe and paine ; OY 
Ide gladlye give three hundred poundes WIPE, 

That were on vonder plane. 80 


Ariſe, ariſe; thou little Mufyrive, i 
| E * thy cloathes nowe on, 


7970 It 
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It ſhall never be faid in my countree, f 


That I ne a naked man. 
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J have two ſwordes in one ſcabbarde, 85 
Full deare they coſt my purſe; 
And thou ſhalt have the beſt of them, 1/9 
And I will have the worſe. {| 


— px ” 


. Eee EE os 


The firſt ſtroke that little Muſgrave ſtrucke, 
HFle hurt lord Barnard fore; 9o 
The next ſtroke that lord Barnard ſtrucke, 

Little ne e never ſtrucke more. 


7 p — — 1 - * i _— 
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3 With that tele the ladye faire, 
In bed whereas ſhe laye, TOE 
Althoughe thou art dead, my little Muſgrave, 95 
Yet for thee I will praye: 
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; And Lille well to thy foule will by 
8 So long as I have life ; 

80 will I not do for thee, Barnard, 

Thoughe I am thy wedded wife. 00 


7 — — — 
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He cut her pappes from off her breſt ; ; 
Great pitye it was to ſee coerce 
5 Some drops of this faire ladyes bloodde 
Run trickling downe her knee. | 


Wo worth, wo worth ye, my merrye men all, 105 
You never were borne for my goode: = 
Why did you not offer to ſtay my bande, 
0 When you ſee me wax ſo woode ? a) 


For I have Oaine the faireſt fir knight” © 
That ever rode on a fteede; © 110 
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So have I done the faireſt ladye; - 
* ever ware womans: weede. 


A grave, a grave, lord Barnard cry, 
To putt theſe lovers in, 

But lay my ladye o' the upper banda: 
For ſhee comes o the better kin. 


XII. 
TE EWBUGHTS MARIO. 


ns 


Ascerrien 80 NG.. 


{ 
This ſonnet is ſaid to 7% of great antiquity: : that . it's 
« © ba of een, baue recommended it to a place 


W LL ze gae to — 1 
And wear in the ſheip wi mee? 
The ſun ſhines ſweit, my Marion, 

But nae half ſae ſweit as thee. 

"©: Mations a boanie laſs ; 1 
And the blyth blinks in her ee: 
And fain wad I marrie Marion, 
Gin. Marion wad. marrie mee. 


Theires gowd in zour garters, Marion; | 
And filk on zour white hauſs-bane. 70 

Fou faine wad 1 kiſſe my Marion : 

At eene quhan I cum hame. | 
Theires braw lads in Ene, Marion, 

Quha gape and glowr w# their ee 
At kirk, quhan they ſee my Marion, "#8 
Bot nane of them lues like mee. 5 


9 2 N : 
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Ire nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawney quay: 
He gie tham au to my Marion, 
Juſt on her bridal day. 0 20 
And zees get a grein fey apron, 
And waiſtcote o London broun; 
And wow bot ze will be vaporing 
Quhaneer ze gang to the toun. 


me yong and ſtout, my Marion, pu We - - 
Nane dance lik mee on the greine, 1 
And gin ze forſak mee, Marion, 
Iſe een gae draw up wi' Jeane. 
Sae put on zour pearlins, Marion, 


P's And kirtle oth cramaſie ; 2: 541 
ce And ſune as my chin has nea haire on, | 
I fall cum. weſt, and ſee zee. | 
r 


*THE KNIGHT AND SHEPHERD's DAUGHTER. 
mus an old printed copy in the Editor's poſſeion. 


HERE was a ſhepherds daughter 
Came tripping on the waye, va 
And there by chance a knighte ſhee mett, 
Which cauſed her to ſtaye. : 


2 Good morrowe to you, beauteous maide, r 
F 


* This ballad was popular, in the time of 9. Eli- 
25 | 2zabeth, being uſually Printed with her picture before it, 
as Hearne, informs us, in his Preface to Gul. Neubrig. 
Hiſt. Oxon. 1719. 80, Vol. 1. p. 70: it is quoted in 
Ive | Fletcher's comedy of the Pilgrim. Ad, 4. ſec. i. 
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OI ſhall dye this daye, he ſayd, 
If Ive not my wille of thee. * 


- The Lord forbid, the maide replyde; 
That you ſhold waxe ſo wode! 
But for all that ſhee could do or ſaye 
He wold not be withſtood. 


Sith you have had your will of mee, | 
And put me to open ſhame, 
Now, if you are a curteous knighte, 
Tell me what is your name? 


Some do call mee Jacke, ſweet heart, 
And ſome do call mee Jille ; 
But when I gome to the kings faire courte 
They call me Wilfulle Wille. 


He ſett his foot into the ſtirrup, 
And awaye then he did ride; 
She tuckt her girdle about her middle 
And ranne FER 2 OT his fide. 


| But ws he came to the L water, 25 
She ſett her breſt and ſwamme, NAA 
And when ſhe was got out againe, 
Shee tooke to her heels and ranne. 


: He never was the cortooins knighte, . 

- To faye, faire maide, will you de? 85 6+ 30 
f Nor ſhe was never To loving a made 
To aye, fi Knighte abide. 


5 When ſhe came to the TW! fie courte, © 
+. \She knocked at the ring 


" 
* 
4 * 
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AND BALLADS: 


So readye was the king himſelf _ . 35 


To let this faire maide in. 


Now Chriſt you ſave, my gracious liege, 
Now Chriſt you fave and ſee, 
You have a knighte within your courte 


'This daye hath robbed mee. | 40 


What hath he robbed thee of, ſweet heart ? 
Of purple or of pall ? | 

Or hath he took thy gaye gold ring 
From off thy finger ſmall ? 


He hath not robbed mee, my leige, 45 


Of purple nor of pall : 
But he hath gotten my maiden head, 
Which grieves mee worſt of all. 


Now if he be a batchelor, | 
. His bodye Ile give to thee ; | 50 
But if he be a married man, | 


High hanged hee ſhall bee. 


He called downe his merrye men all, 


By one, by two, by three ; | 
Sir William uſed to bee the firſt, 50 
But nowe the laſt came hee. | "Is 


He brought her downe full fortye pounde, 
Tyed up withinne a glove, 
Faire maid, Ile give the ſame to thee, 
And ſeeke thee another love. | 60 


; ; O lle 
Ver. 50. His bodye Ile give to thee.) This was agree- 


able to the feudal Cuſtoms : The Lord had a right to give 


a wife to his waſſals, See Shakeſpear's “ Alls well that 
ends well.” * 
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{© Ile have none of your gold, the faxde,. 


Nor Ile have none of your fee, 
But your faire bodye I'muſt have 
The n, hath en mee. 


Sir William r ranne + aa Fateh 6 thew - 

© Five hundred pound in golde,, _ 

Saying, faire maide, take this to thee,. 
T0 fault will never be tolde.. * 

Lis not the gold that ſhalt mee tempt, 
Theſe words then anſwered ſhee, 

But your own bodye I muſt have, 

The king hath granted mee. 


Would I had dranke the water cleare, 
When I did drinke the wine, 

Rather than any ſhepherds brat 
Shold bee a ladye of mine 


* 


Would I had drank the pudlle foule, 
Whea I did drink the ale; 

Rather than ever a ſhepherds brat 
Shold tell me ſuch a tale! 


I ſheplierds brat even as I was,. 
You mote have let me bee, | 
EF never had eome to the kings faire courte;. 
To crave any love of thee. 


He ſett her on a miltk-white ſteede, 
And himſelf upon a graye; 
He hung a bugle about his necke, 
And ſoe they rode awaye. 


2 
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And have changed her for a newe. 


'THE SHEPHERD's ADDRESS TO HIS MUSE: 


EAND'BALLAD'S/ 


But when they came unto the place, 
Where marriage- rites were done, 

She proved herſelf a dukes daughter 
And he but a {quires ſonne. 


Nowe marrye me, or not, fir knight, 
Your pleaſure ſhall be free : 

If you make me ladye of one good towne, th 
Ile make you lord of three. 


Ah ! curſed bee the gold, he fayd,, 
If thou hadſt not been trewezʒ 
I thold have forſaken | my ſweet love, 


And now their hearts being linked falt,. 
They joyned hand in hand: 

Thus he had both purſe, and perſon too, 
An d all.at his commande.. | 


4 2 


* 


From the ſmall MS: volume, mentioned above in page 56. 


2 OD Muſe, rocke me aſlepe 
With ſome ſweete harmony: 
This wearie eyes is not to. kepe. 
Thy wary company. 


Sweete Love, begon a while, 
Thou ſeeſt my heavines: 
 Rutie is borne but to-beguyle- 

My barte of happines. 
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68 
See howe my little flocke, 
That lovde to feed on highe, 


* Doe headlonge tumble downe the rocke, | 


And in the valley dye: 


The buſhes and the trees, 
That were ſo freſhe and greene, 
Doe all their deintie colors leeſe, 
And not a leafe is feene. 


The black birde and the thruſhe, 
That made the woodes to ringe, 
With all the reſt, are now at huſhe, 

And not a note do ſinge. 


Swete Philomene, the birde 


That hath 66 throte, 


Doth nowe, alas ! not once afforde 
Recordinge of a note. | 


The flowers have had a froſt, 
The herbs have loſte their ſavoure; 


For haples Corydon' hath loſt 


His lovelye Phyllis' favoure. 
"And therefore, my ſweete Muſe, 


That knoweſt what helpe is beſt, _ 
Doe nowe thy heavenlie conninge uſe | 


To ſett my harte at reſt; 


And in a dreame bewraie 
What fate ſhal be my frende; 
Whether my life ſhall ſtill decayey- 
Or ſoone my ſorrowes ende. 


y * 
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From an ancient a in black letter, in the Pepys 
collection, intitled, © A tragical ballad on the unforta- 
s nate love of lord Thomas and fair Ellinor, together 
« with the downfall of the browne girl.” ln the 


ame collection may be ſeen an attempt to modernize this 


old Jong, and reduce it to à different meaſure,” 
of it's papulerity. 


ORD Thomas he was a bold forreſter, 


And a chaſer of the king's deere; 
Faire Ellinor was a fine woman, 


And lord Thomas he loved her deare. 


Cale riddle my riddle, dear. mother, he ſayd, 


And riddle us both as one; 
Whether I ſhall marrye with faire Eltinor, 
And let the browne girl alone ? 


Faire Ellinor ſhe has got none, 


And therefore I charge thee on my bleſang,- 


To bring me the browne | an home. 


J And as it vefellex on a «high holidaye, 7 
As many there are beſide, 


Lord Thomas he went to faite Ellinor, 
That Would have been his pride. 


And WR he came to aire Ellinors bower, 
Fs He knocked there at the ring, = 
And who was ſo readye as faire Ellinòr, 

To lett bord Thomas withinn. 


AND BALLADS. 


LORD THOMAS AND PAIR ELLINOR. 


The digits gir}-ſhe has got houſes and lands, 
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What nowes, what newes, Jord Thomas, the fayd ? 

What newes doſt thou bring to mee ? 

I am-come to bid/thee to my wedding 
2 _ ou newes for _ 


© God forbid, lord Thomas, the yd, 45 
That ſuch a thing ſhould be done; n 
1 thought to have been thy bride my ſelfe, 

And thou to have been the bricegrome, 4, 


Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, the d. 
| And riddle it all in one; 230M 30 
Whether I ſhall goe to lord Thomas his wedding, 

Or * tarry at home? 


4 


"There are manye that are your friendes, aaghte 
And:manye that are your fo, 

Therefore I charge you on my bleſſing, - A 38 
To lord Thomas his wedding don't goe. 


There are manye that are my Sander, mothet, 
But if thouſands there were my foe, 
Betide me life, betide me-death; 
eee e 
_ She cloathed herſelf in gallant attire, q 
And as they rid through everye towne, 
- They took her to be ſome queene, 


But when ſhe came to lord Thomas his gate, 43 
She knocked. there at the ring: | E 
* who was ſo readye as lord lone, 
To lett faire Ellinor i „ 
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Is this your bride, fair Ellinor fayd? . | 
Miethinks ſhe looks wonderous browne, 50 
Thou mighteſt have had as faire a woman, 
As ever trod on the grunde. 


Deſpiſe her not, fair Ellin, he ſayd, 
Deſpiſe her not unto mee; | WT. 
For better I love thy little finger, WE - 
| Than all her whole bodee, 


This browne bride had a little penknife, 
That was both long and ſharpe, 

And betwixt the ſhort ribs and the long 
She prickd faire Ellinor's harte. 38680 


O Chriſt thee fave, lord Thomas hee ſayd, 
Methinks thou lookſt wonderous wan; 
Thou uſedſt to look with as freſh a colour, 
As eyer the ſun ſhone on. 


Oh, art thou blind, lord Thomas ? ſhe ſayd, < 
Or canſt thou not very well ſee? - 
| Oh! doſt thou. not ſee my one hearts * 
5 Run e down my knee. bunt 


Lord ** be had a ſword by bis "TY 

As he walked about the halle, © 
He cut off his brides head from her ſhoulders, 

And Aer! it agaiaſt the walle, 


He ſet the hilte againſt the grounde, 
And the point againſt his harte. : 
There were never three lovers ene did __ "5 
That ſooner again did parte, 


A 
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On The reader will find a Scottiſh ſong en a fimilar 
ſubjed to the foregoing one, in vol. 2. pag. 233.— 


„VII. 


jy 


PID AND CAMPASPE. 


bis elegant little ſonnet is found in he third ad of an 
old play intitled, © Alexander and Campaſpe,” written 
by Jebn Lilye, a celebrated writer in the time of queen 
Elizabeth. This play as firſt printed in 1591: but the 
ſong is given from à later edition. N 


Nuß and my Campaſpe played 
Ci At cards for kiſſes; Cupid payd: - / 
He ſtakes his quiver, bow and arrows, 
His mothers doves, and teame of ſparrows, 
Loſes them too; then down he throws 
The coral of his lippe, the rofe 
Growing on's cheek, (but none knows how) 
With theſe, the cryſtal of his browe, 
And then the dimple of his chinne ; 
All theſe did my Campaſpe winne. 
At laſt he ſet her þoth his eyes, 
She won, and Cupid blind did riſe. 
O Love: has ſhe done this to thee ? 
What ſhall, alas! become of mee? 


$6700) 1% 14:20 VEER; * | 
THE LADY TURNED SERVING-MAN, 
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is given from a written copy, containing ſome im- 
provements, (perhaps modern ones) upon the old popular 
ballad, intitled, . The famous flower of Serving-men - 
«& or the Lady turned Serving-man,” , 19 
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ir XO beauteous ladyes, great and ſimall, 
I write unto you one and all, 
Whereby that you may underſtand 
What I have ſulfered in the ld. 


[ was by birth a lady faire, 85 4 


An ancient barons only heire, n * 
"And when my good old father dyed, + * 
„Then I became a young knightes bride. 


And there my ; tors built me a biwer, 

Bedeck'd with many a fragrant flower ; 10 
A braver bower you ne'er did ſee 

Then my true-love did build for mee. 


And there I livde a b gay, 

Till fortune wrought our loves decay 3 
For there came foes ſo fierce a band, Fn 
That ſoon oy over-run the land. 


They came upon us in the 1. > 

And brent my bower, .and flew my ak $1. 

And trembling hid in mans array,, fe 

| ſcant with life * * 20 


In the midſt of this exireniitie, 5 
My ſervants all did from me fle:: © | 
Thus was I left myſelf alone, | 
With heart niore 981 — = * 


Yet though my IvaP was full of nn 
Heaven would not ſuffer me to diſpaire, | 
herefote in haſte I chang'd my name 

"Ton ahh Eliſe, to ſweet Williame: 
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And there withall I cut my haire, 
Reſolv'd my mans attire to weare ; 3 
And in my beaver, hoſe and band, 
F travelbd far through any > land, 


A length all wearied with my toil, 
I fate me downe to reſt a while; 

My heart it was ſo filfd with woe, 
That — wy l * teares wu flow, 


It chanc'd the king of * ame . 
With all his lords a hunting was, 
And ſeeing me weepe, upon the ſame 
Akt whoI r and whence I came, | 


Then to his grace I did 3 | 

I am a poore and friendleſse boye, 

Though nobly borne, nowe fore d to wag 
A ſerving-man of lowe degree. 


Stand up, faire youth, the king reply'd, "6h 


For thee a ſervice TIl provyde ; nee e 
But tell me firſt what thou canſt do, 
Ihou ſhalt be fitted thereuiity. 
Wilt thou be uſher of my hall, 


To wait upon my nobles all? 
Or wilt be taſter of my wine, 
To tend on me e when [ ſhall _ 


Or wilt thou be my are 
About my perſon to remaine? © 
Or wilt thou be one of my guard, 
And I will give thee great reward ? 


% , 
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2 Chuſe, 
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33 


40 
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ule, 


Chuſe, gentle youth, ſaid he, thy place. 


Then I reply'd, if it pleaſe your grace, 
To ſhew ſuch favour unto mee, 


- 


* Your chamberlaine I faine would bee. 


The king then ſmiling gave conſent, 
And ſtraitwaye to his court I went; 
Where I behavde fo faithfullic, - 


That hee great favour ſhowd td mee. 


Nowe marke what fortune did provide a 


The king he would a hunting ryde 
With all his lords and noble traine, 
Sweet William muſt at home remaine. 


Thus being left alone behind, 
My former ſtate came in my mind, 
[ wept to ſee my mans array, 


No longer now a ladye gay. 


And meeting with a ladyes veſt, 
Within the ſame myſelf I dreſt 
With ſilken robes, and jewels rare, 
deckt me as a ladye faire. 


And taking up a lute ſtraitwaye, 
Upon the ſame I ſtrove to play, 

And ſweetly to the ſame did ſing, 
As made both hall and chamber ring. 


8 4 facker was as brave a lord, 
# As ever Europe did afford; 
% My mother was a lady bright; 
" My huſband was a valiant knight: 


E 3 
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« And I myſelf a ladye gay, 
« Bedeckt with gorgeous rich array ; 
« The happieſf lady in the land, 


« Had not more pleaſure at command, : 


©&J 95 

I had my muſicke every day 

« Harmonious leſſons for to play ; 

4% had my virgins fair and free, 
% Continually to wait on mee. 


jay But now, alas! my-huſband's dead, 


And all my friends are from me fled, 


« My former days are paſt and gone, 
% And I am now a ſerving-man.” 


And fetching many a tender ſigh, 
As thinking no one then was nigh, 
In penfive mood I laid me lowe, 

My heart was full, the tears did flowe. 


The king, who had a huntinge gone, 
Grewe weary of his ſport anone, 
And leaving all his gallant traine, 
Turm d on the ſudden home againe : 


And when he reach'd his ſtatelye tower, 


Heating one ſing within his bower, 
He ſtopt to liſten, and to fee - 
Who ſung there ſo melodiouſſſie. 
C6 itt 7 | 
Thus heard he everye word I ſed, 
And ſawe the peanlye teates I ſlied, 
And found to his amazement thete, 
Sweete William was a ladye faire. 
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Then 
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Then ſteping in, Faire ladye, riſe, 
And dry, ſaid he, thoſe lovelye eyes, 
For I have heard thy mournful tale, 115 
The which ſhall turne to thy availe. 


A crimſon dye my face oreſpred, | 
T bluſht for ſhame, and hung my head, 
To find my ſex and ſtory knowne, 
When as I thought I was alone, 120 


But to be briefe, his royall grace 
Grewe ſoe enamour'd of my face, 
The richeſt gifts he proffered mee, 
| His miſtreſs if that I would bee. 


Ah! no, my liege, I firmlye ſayd, 125 
FI rather in my grave be layd, | 


And though your grace hath won my heart, 
I neter will act foe baſe a part. 


Faire ladye, pardon me, ſayde hee, 
Thy virtue ſhall rewarded bee, 76. | 
And fince it is ſoe fairly tryde | 
Thou ſhalt become my royal bride. 


Then trait to end his amorous ftrife, 
He tooke ſweet William to his wife ; 

The like before was never ſeene, 135 
A ſerving- man became a queene. 


XX. 1 
GIL MORRICE. 
A ScorTisn BaLLad. 


The ee piece bas lately run thro' two editions 
in Scotland : the ſecond printed at Glaſgow in 1755. 8v0. 
n [{refixed to them both is - advertiſement, ſetting FRO 
3 that 


* a 
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that the preſervation of this poem was owing ** to a lach, 
« who favoured the printers with à copy, as it wa; 
* carefully collected from the mouths of old women and 
oh = And © any reader that can render it more 
* corred or complete,” is defired to oblige the public with 
fnch improvements. In conſequence of this advertiſement 
fixteen additional werſes hade been produced and handed 
about in manuſcript, which are here inſerted in their 
proper places : (theſe are from wer. 109. ta wer. 121. and 
m ver. 124. to ver. 129.) ; - 

As this poem lays claim to a pretty high antiquity, we 
have aſſigned it a place among our early pieces: though, 
after all, there is reaſon to 33 it has received wery 
confiderable modern improvements: for in the Editor 
ancient MS. collection is a very old imperfed copy of the 
fame ballad : wherein though the leading features of the 
ftory are the ſame, yet the . colouring here is ſo much in- 
proved and heightened, and ſo many additional ftrokes are 
thrown in, that it is evident the whole has undergone 4 
rewiſal. 5 

N. B. The Editor's MS. inflead of lord Barnard, 
has John Stewart” ; and inſtead of Gil Morrice, 
CID Moxaice,. which laſt is probably the original 
ditle. See above p. 49. TL NE | 


8 I L Morrice was an erles ſon 
His name it waxed wide; 
It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor zet his mickle pride; 
Bot it was for a lady gay, 5 
That livd on Carron ſide. 


Quhair fall I get a bonny boy, 
That will win hoſe and ſhoen ; 
That will gae to lord Barnards ha', 
Aud bid his lady cum: | 10 
. | Ard 


F. 
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And ze maun rin errand Willie; E: 
And ze may rin wi' pride; 
{| Quhen other boys gae on their foot, 


re On horſe-back ze fall ride. 

th k +: | 

nt Ono! O no! my maſter dear! 15 
ed I dare nae for my life; 


eir PII no gae to the Bauld baròns, 


ui. Por to trieſt fourth his wife: 

My bird Willie, my boy Willie; | 

4 My dear Willie, he fayd: © 20 
ery How can ze ſtrive againſt the ſtream ? 

a For I ſhall be obeyd. | 

the 

the Bot, O my maſter dear! he cryd, 

n. In grene wod ze er zour lain; no Vo. 

1 Gi owre fic thochts, I walde ze rede, 25 


For fear ze ſhould be tainn 
4, Haſte, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha', 


e, Bid hir cum here wi? ſpeid: 
nal If ze refuſe my heigh command, | 
| Ill gar zour body bleie. 30 


Gae bid hir take this gay mantel, 
Tis a' gowd but the gem, 
ZBid hir cum to the gude grene wode, 
And bring nane bot hir lain: | , 
And there it is, a ſilken ſarke. 335 
Hir ain hand ſewd the fleive ; | 
And bid hit cum to Gil Morice,. 
Fßpeir nea bauld barons leave. 


* 


Yes, I will gae zout black-errand, 1 
Though it be to zour coſt; n e 0 
10 Sen ze by me will nae be l J 12134 
And In it ze, ſall find ftoſt. | 
T E 4 * - The 
Fer. 11. ſomething ſeems quanting here. 
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Cr A Oni 1 
He neir could bide to taunt, "way 
As ze will fee before its nicht, 
How ſma' ze hae to yaunt. _ 


And ſen I maun dur errand rin 
"Sac fair againſt wy III. 

Tſe mak a vow and, keip it'trow, -\'1 1» 
. It fall be done fox ill. hi 66 191 

And quhen he cams to broken byigue, /. 
He bent his bow and ſwam ;- / 
And quhen came ta graf grawüugg. 


50 


Set down his feet and ran. F'Y 
And quhen be qupe ta iBarncpde-ha', xa O 400 55 WM 


Would neither chap nor c? 
Bot ſet his heat bow to his 0 ont owe £2) 2 
And lichtly lap the wa. 07 
He wauld nas cell the an bine, I 
Thou gh he ſtude at the gait; Aa it Go 
Bot ftraiht into the ha! he cam, FR 1 oat 2x 11 
©; Quhair they were ſet at meit. ng 


Hail! hail ! my gentle an f 0 
My meſſage winna waĩteaeae 

Dame, ze maun to the gude grone v 65 
Before that it be late 


Ne er bidden tak this gay mants} 210 „ 22a: | 
Tis a gowd bot the hem : Oy bali iis 88 ; 
Zou maun gae tothe gude giene wode, | id bad. 

Ev'n by your ſel alane o 


And their it is, a filken ſarke, 
„ Your ain hand ſewd the ſleive ; 

Ze maun gae ſpeik to Gil Monice; - 

_ * Speir nae bauld barons leave, oo 
© 4 ">, WR The 
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he 


And winked wi” her ee; 
Bot a' that ſhe coud ſay or do, 
Forbidden he wad nae bee. 


Its ſurely to my bowr-woman ; 


Tt neir could be to me. 

T brocht it to lord Barnards lady; 
I trowe that ze be ſhe. 

Then up and ſpack the wylie nurſe, 
(The bairn upon hir knee) 


If it be cum frae Gill Morice 


It's deir welcum to mee. 


Ze leid, Ze leid, ye filthy nurſe, 
Sae loud's I heire ze lee; 


I brocht it to lord Barnards lady; 


I trow ze be nae ſhee. 


Then up, and ſpack the bauld bar6n, 


An angry man was hee; 


He's tain the table wi” his ſodt. 


dae has he wi' his knee; 
Till filler cup end ezar diſh 
In flinders he gard flee. . 


Gae bring a robe of zour cliding, 
That hings upon the pin: | 


And I'll gae to the gude grene wode, 
And ſpeik wi zour lemman. 


O bide at hame, now lord Barnard, 
I warde ze bide at hame ; 


Neir wyte a man for violence, 


That neir wate ze wi' nane. 


"PLN, n 
Ver, 88. Perbaps, loud ſay I heixe, 
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Sil Morice fate in gude grene n 
He Whiſtled and he ſang: * | 
O what mean a' the folk coming, 

My mother tarries lang. * 
His hair was like the threeds of gold, 
Drawne frae Minervas loome : 
His lipps like roſes drapping dew, 
His breath was a' r 


Hls brow was like the mountain ſnae 
Silt by the morning beam: 
His cheeks like living roſes glow: 
His een like azure ſtream. r 
The boy was clad in robes of grene, 
©” Sweet as the infant ſpring : 
And like the mavis on the buſh, 
He gart the vallies ring. 


The baron came to the grene wode, 
Wi' mickle dule and care, 

And there he firſt ſpied Gill Morice 
Kameing his zellow hair: 

That ſweetly wavd around his face, 

That face beyond compare: 

He ſang fac ſweet it might diſpel, 
A age but fell * 


Nae wonder, nae wonder, Gill Morice, 
My lady loed thee weel, | 
be faireſt part of my body 

Is blacker than thy heel. 


Fer. 128. So Milton, 
Voiernal delight and joy: able to drive 


All ſadneſs but deſpair. B. iv. v. 155. 
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ic Net beit Big 1 now, Gill Motice, 
For a thy great bewty, a (v1 ü i 


Ze's rew the day ze eir was born & £91 rac 135 A 
That head fall bee r m. 1 T__ i 
110 Now he has drawn his Haſh Wise 1 6 
And flaited on the ſtrae; _ 3 9 
And thro' Gill Morice' fait body bens he | 
© He's gar cauld iron gae. en 9 
And he has tain Gill Morice' head Ia 5 ] 
And ſet it on a ſpeir: is. vt 2 a 'Y 
1; The meaneſt man in a' his train N | 
Has n that _ to bear. 0 | 
And he has tain a Gill Morice up, 148 Ll 
Laid him acroſs his ſteid, 1 } 
120 And brocht him to his painted bowr” 1 
And laid him on a be. | 
The lady fat on caftil wa oo | ; 
** Beheld baith dale and dum 150 1 
And there ſhe faw Gill Morice' lead | 4 
* trailing to the toun. | 
12 in ma ast on BASE guet 2: Moe | 
| Far better I loe that bluidy ale, my 
Bot and that zellow . l 3 
Than lord Barnard, and a his lande, a - 
As they lig here and thai. © 
And ſhe has tain her Gill Morice, 8 
130 And kiſsd baith mouth and chin: 3 
3 I was once as fow of Gill Morice, 8 Ho 
"> As the hip is o he ſtean, roſy n 
1 1 got ze in my father's houſe, © E n 
wr mickle fin and ſhame z 


3 
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I broche thee up. in gude-gren. ode, 0 n 


Under the heavy rain : Bod iin 2 8 10 
lt have I by thx cradle fitten, .. va ot ad 
And fondly ſeen the fleip;__ | als E i 
| Bot, now I gae about thy grave, 


The ſaut tears for {© ER. vat ef pd wok 


And ſyne ſhe kiſsd his bluidy cheik, .- 

8 And ſyne his bluidy chin: nn 1&7 43 
O better I loe my Gill Mgricg by cies e vr bil. 
Than a' my kith and kin! 8.00 u 392 be 
Away, away, ze i Woman. 


And an il deith mait ze dee: 
Gin I had kend he'd bin zour ſon, EY 


5 He'd neir bin lain for mee. 


iz ein 2: 3428 11 A Lig] 
Obraid me nqt, my lord Barnard ! + 1 
Obraid me not, for ſhame l. mJ Dar 


Wi that ſaim ſpeit O pierce my heal obel ad T 
Aud put me out @ ps. 180 

Since nothing but Gill 333 bead 

Thy jealous rage could qu ell. 12 

Let that ſaim hand row take hir life, 


That d, 0 1 10d 157 
1 me nae after days dor nic 0 5 1 g a 55 185 
Will eir be ſaft or bind; Js * + 44" 
III fill the air with heavy debe, 4 * 
And greet till L am blind. e pd T3 4 
Enouch of blood by me's bin wa I : 
Seek not zour death frae mee; Oy 190 


I rather lourd it had been my 3 
Than eather him or these. 
f LOS tC ET FATS . 
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Py 


With waefo wae I hear zour plaint 5, 
Sair, fair I rew the deid, 


That eir this curſed hand of mine 


Had gard his body bleid. 
Dry up zour tears, my winſom dame, 
Ze neir ean heal the wound; 


* Ze fee his head upon the ſpeir, 


His heart's blude on the ground. 


I curſe the hand that did the deid, 
The heart that thocht the ill; 

The feet that bore me wi ſik ſpeid, 
The comely zouth to kill. 

Pl ay lament for Gill Morice, 
As gin he were my ain; 

Ill neir forget the dreiry day 
e the — wis lain.* 


be . Mid 0 Be urnifoed 2 | 
Plot to be rp of Dove = / 


205 


It may. be Broper, to. mention that * copies read, ver. 


110. 


4 Gbol frae n gs fun” 


Le. 116, as falloxs, 


\"s His een like azure ſbeene- 
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SONGS ANDY BALLADS, 
Sc. . 
SERIES Tur THIRD: 
rr 
I. 1 
THE LEGEND OF SIR GUY 


+ 


contains a ſhort ſummary of the exploits of this 
famous champion, as recorded in the old ſtory books ; and 
is commonly intitled, A pleaſant ſong of the waliant 
% deeds of chivalry atchieved by that noble knight fir 
% Guy of Warwick, who for the love of fair Phelis, 
«became a hermit, and dyed in a cave of craggy roche, 
= - mile diſtant from Warwick.” oe 
be biftory of fir Guy, the now very properly reſign- 
ed to 1 rec — once admired by all — 3 
and taſte : for taſte and wit had once their childhood. 
Tho" of Engliſh growth, it was. early a. favourite with 
other nations it appeared in French in 1525 : andis 
alluded to the old Spaniſh romance Tirante el blanco, 
which it is believed was written not long after the year 
1430. See advertiſement to the French tranſlation, 2 
vols. 12mo. 1 | 
The original ⁊ubence all theſe flaries are extrafed is a 
very ancient romance in old Engliſh werſe, which is 
quoted by Chaucer as a celebrated piece even in bis tine, 
vis.) 
| Mes 


ANCIENT SONGS, &c. 8 


* Men ſpoken of romances of price, as 
* Of Horne childe and Ippotis, 
«© Of Bevis, and fir Guy, Ic. R. of Thop.) 
and was uſually ſung to the harp at Chriſtmas dinners 
and brideales, as we learn from Puttenham's art of 


Poetry. 4to. 1589. 


This ancient romance is not only loſt. An imperfect 
copy. in black letter, Imprymed at London ---- for 
« Wylliam Copland.” in 34 ſheets 4to. without date, is 
ill preſerved among Mr. Garrick's colledlion of old 
plays. As a ſpecimen of the poetry of this antique rhy- 
mer, take his deſcription of the dragon mentioned in ver. 
105 of the following ballad, 


A meſſenger came to the ling, 

« JSyr king, he ſayd, lyſten me now, 

&« For bad tydinges I bring you, | 
« In Northumberlande there is no man, 
But that ther be ſlayne every chone : 
For there dare no man route, + 

By twenty myle rounde aboute, 

« For doubt of a fowle dragon, 

« That fleath men and beaſtes downe. 
He is blacke as any cole, | 
„Rugged as a rough fole ; 

« His bodye from the nawill upwarde 
« Na man way it pierce it is ſo harde ; 
His neck is great as any ſummere g 
% He renneth as Falle as any diſtrere; 
« Pawes be hath as a hen. 5 
« All that he toucheth he fleath dead downe. 
© Great winges he hath to flight, | 
« That is no man that bare him might. 
« There may no man fight him agayne, 
« But that he fleath him certayne : 

« For a fowler beaſt then is he, © © 

« Tavis of none never beard ye.” 


The accurate Dugdale is of opinion that the flory of 
Guy is not wholly apocryphal, the! he acknowledges the 
monks hade ſqunded out his 1 too hyperbolically. In 
particular, be gives the auel fought with the Daniſb 


champion 


60 
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champion as a ang hifterical truth, and fixes the date - of 
it in the year 929. Stat. Guy, 70. See his Warwic 


75 he fellmwing is apritten upon the ame plan, as ballad 


. Book J. 1 which is the original and which the copy, 


cannot br decided. This ſong is onion as may be in- 


fend fro from. the idiom preſerved in th in, ver. 94. 
102: and was once popular, as — ram Fletcher's 


Knight of the burning peſtle, ad. 2. fc. ult. 
\ Printed frem an ancient MS. copy in the Editor's old 
folio volume, collated with two printed ones, one of which 
is in black letter in the Pepys collection. 


AS ever knight for ladyes ſake 
Soe toſt in love, as I fir Guy 
For Phelis'fayre, that lady bright 
As ever man beheld. with 9 e 


Shee gave me heve myſelf to try, 
I be valiant knight with ſheeld and ſpeare, | 
Ere that her love ſhee wold grant me ; | 
Which made mee venture far and neare. 


Then proved I a baron bold, 

In deeds of armes the doughtyeſt knight 10 
That in tidſe dayes in England was, 

With ſworde and ſpear in feild to fight. 


An Engliſh man I was by birthe: 
In faith of Chriſt a chriſtyan tyue 
The wicked lawes of infidells | 5 1 
I ſought by proweſſe to ſubdue, 8 


Nine hundred twenty yeere and odde 
After our Saviour Chriſt his birthe, | 
When 
Fer 9. The grows fr Guy: P. Fer. 17. Two hun- 
res. 'MS. and P. 


aA 


;, 
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When king Athelftone wore the crowne, 
I lived heere upon the earthe. 20 


_ Sometime I was of Warwicke erle, 
And, as T ſayd, of very truthe 
A ladyes love did me conſtraine 
To ſeeke ſtrange ventures in my youthe. 


To win mp fame by feates of armes 25 
In ſtrange and ſundry heathen lands ; 
Where I atchieyed for her ſake 


Right dangeraus conqueſts with my hands. 


For firſt J ſayled to Normandye, oF 
And there I ſtoutlye wan in fight + 3 
The emperours daughter of Almayne, 
Prom manye a vallyant worthye knight. 


Then paſſed I the ſeas to Grecende © 
To helpe the emperour in his right; 

Againſt the mightye ſouldans hoaſte - 35 
Of puiſlant Perſians for to fight. | 


Where I did ſlay of Satazens, 


And heathen pagans, manye a man; 
And flew the ſouldans cozen deare, 


Who had to name doughtye Coldran, 


3 Eſkeldered 4 famous knight 3 * vy 


Io death likewiſe I did purſue : 
And Elmayne king of Tyre alſoe, 


Moſt terrible in fight to viewe. 
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I went into the ſouldans hoaſt, 45 


„ Being chither on embaſſage ſent, 
T? And 


* 
* 2 * 4 
PPP OTE CES 4,40 a 


* 


To England then I came with ſpeede, 
Too wedd faire Phelis ladye bright: 
For love of whome' I travelled fart 
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And brought his head awaye end a 
I having flaine him in his tent. 


There was a dragon in that land 
Moſt fiercelye mett me by the wy 
As hee a lyon did purſue, 


Which I myſelf did alſoe flay. 


Then ſoon I paſt the ſeas from Greece, 


And came to Pavye land aright; 
Where I the duke of Pavye killd, 
His bainous treaſon to requite. | © 


- But when I had eſpouſed her, 1 


I ſtayd with her but fortye W 1 4 


2 Ere that I left this ladye faire, 


5 Ri Ti N 192 f 4 * 1948 ; 
>> I flew the gyant Amarannt 


b + 
3 
LW: 4 


And went from her beyond Bae iq 


* 


All cladd in gray, in pilgrim ſort, 
My voyage from her I did _ 4 


Unto the bleſſed "om hm | 1 


Where I erle Jonas did redeeme, 7 | | 
And all his ſonnes which were fifteene, | 3 
Who with the cruell Sarazens 


In priſon for long time had beene. 


In battel fiercelye hand to hands 


50 


"3 


| * 6 
F * * 
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And doughty Barknard killed I, 
A treacherous knight of Pavye land. 


Then I to England came againe, 


And here with Colbronde fell I fought: 
An ugly gyant, which the Danes 
Had for their champion hither brought. 


I overcame him in the feild, 
And ſlewe him ſoone right valliantlye ; ; 


Wherebye this land I did redeeme 


From Daniſh tribute utterlye. 


And afterwards I offered upp 
The uſe of weapons ſolemnlye 
At Wincheſter, whereas I fought, 

In fight of manye farr and nye. 


Rut firſt, near Winſor, I did ſlaye 
A bore of paſſing might and ſtrength; 

Whoſe like in England never was 
For hugeneſſe both in bredth, and length. . 


Some of his bones in Warwicke yet, 
Within the caſtle there doe lye-: 
One of his ſheild-bones to this day 


_ Hangs in the citye of Coventrye. 


On Dunſmore heath I alſoe ſlewe - 
A monſtrous wyld and cruelf beaſt, 


Called the Dun-cow of Dunſmore heath; 
Which manye people had oppreſt. 


Some of her bones in Warwicke yett 
Still for a- monument doe lye; 


Vr 94. 102. doth lye. MS. 


1 I ſent-to her a ringe of golde, | 


% 
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* Which unto every 1e viewe 
As wonderous ſtrange, they may de. 


A dragon in Northumberland. 1G 
I aloe did in in fight deſtroye, 3 
Which did bothe man and beaſt oppreſſe, 
Ac all the countrye fore annoye. 


At length to Warwicke T did come, 

Like pilgrime poore and was not knowne; 110 
And there I lived a hirmites life 

A. mile and more out of the towne. 


Where with my hands 1 hewed a houſe 
Out of a craggy rocke of ſtone; 
And lived like a palmer poore 115 
3 Within that ca ve myſelf alone: | a 


And dally came to begg my bread 
Of Phelis at my caftle gates 


Not knowne unto my loving wife, | | 
Who dailye mourned for her mate. 120 


Till at the laſt I fell fore ſicke, 
Yea ſicke ſoe ſore that I muſt die; 


By which ſhe _— me — 


Then ſhee remiring. to the cave | | 125 
Before that I gave up the ghoſt ; ; 
__ Herſelf closd up my dying eyes: 
+ My Phelis ** whom E lord molt. 


Thus dreadful # Rage did me a. 
Po bring my corpes unto the grave; 
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And like a palmet dyed JI, 
Whereby J ſought my foul to fave. 


My body that endured this toyle, 
Though now it be conſumed to mold; 

My ſtatue faire engraven in ſtone, Me: - 
In Warwicke till you may behold. [te 


IL 15 
GUY AND AM ARANT. 
Though the following is not ſo properly a ſong; as 4 r.. 
lar poem, = as the diner found it 3 folin 
nanuſcy ipt among the old ballads, he was willing it ſhould 


fill accompany them] and as it is not altogether deni 
[> futh a ſmall deviation from his plan may be 


Although this piece ſeems not imperſeck, there is reaſon” 
þ believe that it is only a part of a much larger poem, 
bich contained the whole hiſtory of fir Guy: for upon 
mparing it with the common flory book 1 24nd, we 

be latter to be nothing more than this poem reduced to 
ee which is, only eſſeded by now and then aliering 
rhyme, and throwing out ſome few of the yoetical 
ments.” The diſguiſe is ſo ſlight that it is an eaſy. 
| ye te pick complete Hansa: in any page of that | 
WR. | | * SHS : 
The author of this poem bas fhoton fome invention. 
hugh be took: the ſubjet from the old romance quoted 
fire, he bas — it afreſh, and made the flory in- 


rely bis oon. L 


U journeyed ore the ſanctifyed ground. 
Whereas the Jews fayre citye ſometimes ſtood, 

ſberein our Saviours ſacred head was crowned; = 
Aud where for ſinfull man be ſhed his blood: 

o ee the ſepulcher was his intent, | 5 

*tombe that Joſeph unto Jeſus lent 


1 


— 
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With tedious miles he tyred his wearye feet, 
And paſſed deſart places full of danger, 

At laſt with a moſt woeful wight * did meet, 

A man that unto ſorrow was noe ſtranger: 

For he had fifteen ſonnes, made captives all 


Jo flaviſh bondage, in extremeſt thrall. 


A gyant called Amarant detaind them, 


Whom noe man durſt encounter for his ſtrength: 


Who in a caſtle, which he held, had chaind them: 


Guy queſtions, where! and underſtands at length 
The place not farr.—Lend me thy ſword, quoth hee, 


Ile lend my Manhood all thy ſonnes to free. 


With that he goes, and lays upon the doore, 


Like one, he ſays, that muſt, and will come in: 


The gyant he was nere ſoe rowzd before; 
For noe ſuch knocking at his gate had bin: 
Soe takes his keyes, and clubb, and goeth out 

Staring with ireful countenance about. 


Sirra, ſayes hee, whot buſines haſt thou heere ? 
Art come to feaſt the crowes about my walls? 

Didſt never heare, no ranſome cold him cleere, 
That in the compas of my furye falls: 

For making me to take a porters paines, 

With this fame clubb I will daſh out thy braines. 


| Gyant, ſayes Guy, y are quarrelſome I ſee, 


Choller and you are ſomething neere of kin: 
Moſt dangerous at a clubb belike you bee, 


T have bin better armd, though nowe goe thin: 


But ſhew thy utmoſt hate, enlarge thy ſpight, 


| Keene is my 25 and muſt doe me right. 


2 Earl Jonas, mentioned in the foregoing ballad. 


25 


doe 


15 


20 


30 


35 
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Ge takes his ſword, ſalutes him with the ſame 
About the head, the ſhoulders, and the ſides : 
Whilſt his erected clubb doth death proclaime, 
Standinge with huge Coloſſus' ſpacious ſtrides, 40 
Putting ſuch vigour to his knotted beame, 
That like a furnace he did ſmoake extreame. 


[0 


But on the ground be ſpent his ſtroakes in vaine, 
For Guy was nimble to avoyde them ſtill, | 
And ere he cold recover his clubb againe, 45 
Did beate his plated coat againſt his will: ; 
Att ſuch advantage Guy wold never fayle, 
To beat him ſoundlye in his coate of mayle. 


Att laſt through lack of ſtrength hee feeble grewe, 
And ſayd to Guy, as thou'rt of human race, 50 5 
Shew i itt in this, give natures wants their dewe, 
Let me but goe, and drinke in yonder place: 
Thou canſt not yeeld to © me” a ſmaller thing, 


Than to grant life, thats given by the ſpring. 


20 


25 give thee leave, ſayes Guye, goe drinke thy laſt, 55 
Go pipdge the dragon, and the favage bore *; 

ducceed the tragedyes that they have paſt, 
But never thinke to drinke cold water more: 

30 Drinke deepe to Death and unto him carouſe : 


Bid him receive thee in his earthen houſe. 60 


doe to the ſpring he goes, and ſlakes his thriſt; 
Takeing the water in extremely like 
dome wracked ſhipp that on ſome rocke is burſt, 
Whoſe forced hulke againſt the ſtones does ſtryke; 
deaping it in ſoe faſt with both his hands, 65 
That Guy admiring to behold him ſtands. = 
| Come 
2 Which Guy had ſlain before, Ver. 64. bulke. MS 
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Come on, quoth Guy, lets to our wotke againe, 
Thou ſtayeſt about thy liquor oyerlong ; * ; 


The fiſh, Which in the river doe remaine, " 
Win want thereby; thy drinking doth chem wrong: . 
But I will * have” their fatisfaction made, 71 1 


With gyants blood they muſt, and ſhall be payd. 


Villaine, quoth Amaramt, Ile cruſn thee freight; 55 
Thy life ſhall pay thy during tongs offence; | 

THis clubb, which is about ſome hundred weight, 73 
Has deathes commiſſion to diſpatch thee hence: 

Dreſſe thee for ravens dyett I muſt needes;; 

And breake thy bones; as they wefe fniade of redes. 


 Incthſed tuck att this bold pagatis boſtes, s 
Which 'worthye Guy cold iff endure to heare, . 80 

He hewes upon thoſe bigg fupporting poſtes, 9 
Which like two pillars did his body beare: 

Amarant for thoſe wounds in choMet growes, 

And deſperatelye att Guy his clubb he throwes : 


Wich did Greatly on Ris body light, k. 85 F 
Soe heavy, arid ſo weighty thete-withall, 

That downe to ground off fadden came Ne rag, 
And, ere he eo rectver from his fall, 

The gyant gott his clubb againe in fiſt, 5 
Aud aimed a blowe that worderfullye miſt. 90 


Traytor, quoth Guy, thy ambsea le be N 01 80 

- This coward att to intercept my dene? 1 
Sayes Amarant, Ile murder any way, 

With enemyes all vantage are gods: 

O cold 1 poyſon in thy nofttills blow: 93 
Beſure of it I woltt deſtroy thee ſoe. 5 
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Its well, ſaid Guy, thy honeſt thoughts appeare, 
Within that beaſtlye bulke where devills dwell, 
Which are thy tenants while thou liveſt heare, 


Vile miſcreant, prepare thee. for their den, 
lahumane monſter, hurtful} unto men. 


But breathe thyſelf a time, while I goe drinke, 
For flameing Phœbus with his fyerye eye 


5 Torments me ſoe with burning heat, I thinke 105 


My thirſt wold ſerve to drinke an ocean Wye: 
Forbear a litle, as I delt with thee. - 
Quoth Amarant, thou haſt noe foole of mee: 


oe, fillye wretch; my father taught more witt, 
How I ſhold uſe ſuch enemyes as thou, 110 
By all my gods 1 doe rejoice at itt. 

To underſtand that thirſt conſtraines thee now; 

or all the treaſure, that the world containes, 

Dne drop of water ſhall not coole thy vaines. 


fe 


** Refreſh an adverſarye to my wrenge © 

{thou imagine this, a child thou art: | 
Noe, fellow, I have known the world too bag 
lo be foe ſumple: now I know thy want, 


ud with theſe words heaving aloft his clubb 

Into the ayre, he ſwings the ſame about 
en ſhakes his lockes, and doth his temples rubb, 
And, like the Cyclops, in his pride doth ſhout, 

ma, fayes hee; T have you at a lift, 72 12201 


5 ow you are come unto your —_ ſhift, | 


— 


Ver, III. F Periſh 


But will be landlords when thou comeſt in hell: 100 


deeve my foe ! why, twere 4 madmans ene 126 


| migutes ſpace to thee I Will not grant. 120 
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Periſh forever: with this ſtroke I ſend thee 
A medicine, will doe thy thirſt much good ; 
Take noe more care of drinke before I end thee, 


And then weele have carouſes of thy blood: 1 30 


eres at thee with a butchers downright blow, 
To pleaſe my furye with thine overthrow. 


Infernall, falſe, obdurate feend, faid Guy, 
That ſeemſt a lumpe of crueltye from hell; 
Ungratefull monſter, ſince thou doſt deny 133; 
The thing to me wherein I uſed thee well: 

With more revenge, than ere my ſword did make, 
On thy accurſed head revenge Ile take. 


Thy gyants longitude ſhall ſhorter ſhrinke, 


Except thy ſun ſcorcht ſkin be weapon proof: 140 


Farewell my thirſt ; I doe diſdaine to drinke, 
Streames keepe your waters to your own behoof ; 

Or let wild beaſts be welcome thereunto ; 

With thoſe pearle drops I will not have to do. 


Here, tyrant, take a taſte of my good-will, 14; 

For thus I doe begin my bloodye bout: 
Lou cannot chuſe but like the greeting ill 
It is not that ſame clubb will bear you out; 

And take this payment on thy ſhaggye crow ne. 

A blowe that brought him with a vengeance downe. 


Then Guy ſett foot upon the monſters breſt, 151 
And from his ſhoulders did his head divide, 
Which with a yawninge mouth did gape unbleſt, 
Noe dragons jawes were ever ſeene ſoe * 1 
To open and to ſhut, till life was ſpent. 15 
Then Guy tooke keyes and to the caſtle went. 2 


1 vi 2 Where 
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Where manye woefull captives he did find, 

Which bad beene tyred with extremitye, 
Whom he in friendly manner did unbind, | 
And reaſoned with them of their miſerye: 160 
Fche told a tale with teares, and ſighes, and cryes, 
All weeping to him with complaining eyes, 


There tender ladyes in darke dungeon lay, 
That were ſurpriſed in the deſart wood, 18 
35 And had noe other dyett everye day, 165 
Than fleſh of humane creatures for their food: 
Some with their lovers bodyes had beene fed, 
And in their wombes their huſbands buryed. 


Now he be:hinks him of his being there, 3 6 
To enlarge the wronged brethren from their woes; 
uad, as he ſearched, doth great clamours heare, 
By which fad ſounds direction on he goes, 
Untill he findes a darkſome obſcure gate, 
Armd ſtrongly ouer all with iron plate. 


14; I Chat he unlockes, and enters, where appeares 1 
? The ſtrangeſt object that he ever aw; 
Men that with famiſhment of many yeares, 
Were like deathes picture, which the printers dra), 
Divers of them were hanged by eche thumb: | 
. Others head downward: by the middle ſome. 180 


1 


151 Wich diligence he takes them from the walls, 
With lybertye their thraldome to acquaint: 

Then the perplexed: knight the father calls, | 
And ſayes, Receive thy ſonnes though poore and faint: 


155 MY! promigd you their lives, accept of that; 183 
t did not promiſe you they ſhold be fat. 9 


bee f UH 118 F 2 Tue 
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The caſtle 1 dee thee, heeres the keyes, 
Where tyranye for many yeeres did dwell : 
Procure the gentle tender ladyes eaſe, - 
For pittyes ſake, uſe wronged women well: 190 
Men caſilye revenge the wrongs men do: 
But poore weake women have no ſtrength thereto. 


The good old man, even overjoyed with this, 
Fell on the ground, and wold have kift Guys feete: 
Father, quoth he, refraine foe baſe a kiſs, 195 
For age to honor youth I hold unmeete: 
Ambitious pryde hath hurt mee all it can, 
I goe to mortiſie a ſinfull man. 


Been * iſcov *« The famous hiftorie 
3 earl of Warwick, wy JAMUEL RowLanDs. 
bn, 2 2 7* Bell, 1649. ei in xii cant, 


* —.— thus, tr 
« When dreadful Mars i in armour every OE 


D 
= 4 The for Mp AND Abdea ting has 
| e 5-1 qi aac 
( 


Whether the edition in 1649, was the fir, dies not ap- 
Fear, but the author SAM OWLANDS vas one 7 the 
minor poets, who lived in the reigns of Q. Elizabeth, and 
James 1. and perbaps later. Hts = hang are chiefly 
of the religious ki oy ich makes it probable that the 
iſt. of Guy was one of bis earlieſt performances. There 

. are extant of bis (1.) © The betraying of Chrift, Judas 
* in diſpaire, the ſeven words of our Saviour on the 


4 Croſſe, wwith other poems on the Paſſion, c. 1 598. 15 
* [Ames Typ. bite, 428. nn for 4 Theatre — =o 
5 


| «K creation. aan; Mines 
| ( _ editor. 95 1 * is 4 5 Te ſubjedts his 
talen f effament. V r rift 's 
12 8 in verſe. e 1858 Hd ob 
Glory, earth's vanity, and Hell's fk Lond. 1638. 
8 ve. [Theſe 2 in Bod, ol 
H, THE 
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n irs lire 
THE SHEPHERD' RESOLUTION. 


This ab e old ſong is given from à very ancient 
copy in the editor's 2 MS. In the ſame copy was an 
additional fanza, but ſo inferior to the reſt, that it was 
evidently ſpurious. In that ſmall collection called The 
golden garland of princely delights,” may be ſeen five ſuch 
ſpurious Ranzas tagged to this ſonnet. A proof how much 
it has been the favourite of the publick. 


"HALL 1, waſting in diſpayre, 
Dye becauſe a womans fayre ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 


5 Becauſe anothers roſye are? | 
, Or the flowerye meades in Maye, 


If ſhe think not well of mee, 
What care I howe fayre ſhe bee? 


Shall a womans goodneſſe move 
Mee to perith for her love? 1 
1 Or her worthye merits knowne 
* . 
fy Make mee quite forget my owne ? 
be Be ſhe meeker, kinder, than 
re The turtle-dove, or pelican, 


2 If ſhe bee not ſoe to mee, | 15 
a What care I how Kind ſhee bee? 
de- ; : 


* Be ſhe good, or kind, or fayre, 
fly Iwill never more diſpayre. 
ts If ſhe love mee, this believe, 
Iwill dye ere ſhe ſhall grieve: 

: F 3 
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If the Night mee, when I woe, 

Iwill ſcorne and let her goe: 

If ſhe be not made for mee, 
What care I for whom the bee? 


IV. 


: 


ram MARGARET AND SWEET WILLIAM. 


This ſeems to be the old ſong quoted in Fletcher 
« Knight of the burning peſtle,” Ads ad and 3d; alths 
the fix lines there preſerved are ſomewhat different from 
thoſe in the ballad, as it ſtands at preſent. The Reader 
ill not wonder at this, when he is informed that this 
is only given from a modern printed copy picked up on a 
Hall. It's full title is © Fair Margaret's Mis fortunes; 
cor Sqweet William's frightful dreams on bis wedding 
©. night, with the ſudden death and burial of thoſe noble 
Mer.  _ 
The lines preſerved in the play are this diſtich, 
„Leu are no love for me, Margaret, 
«* an ns love for you.” 
| Andthe following flanza, 
« When it was grown to dark midnight, 
« And all were faſt aſleep, * 
« In came Margarets grimly ghoſt 
« And tao at Williams feet.” 
Theſe lines have acquired an importance by giving birth 
to one of the maſt beautifut ballads in our eavn or any lan- 
guage. See the ſong intituked MxaxGaretT's Gros, at 
the end of this valume. = | 


8 A it fell out on a long ſummer's day 
| Two lovers they fat on a hill; 
They ſat together that long ſummer's day, 
And could not talk their fill. 


1 ſes 


|. ſes 


. 


% 
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I ſee no harm by you, Margaret, IF 5 
And you ſee none by mee Al 

Before to-morrow at eight o clock 
A rich wedding you ſhall ſee. 


Fair Margaret fate in her bower- windò w, 
A combing of her hair ; 10 
She ſpyed ſweet William and his bride, i} 
As they were a riding near. 


Downe ſhe layd her ivory 3 
And up ſhe bound her hair; 

She went her way forth of the bower, lt; BY 
But never more came there. 


When day was gone, and night was come, 
And all men faſt aſleep, 
There came the ſpirit of fair Marg'ret, | 
And ſtood at Williams feet. 20 


God give you joy, you lovers true, 
Ins bride-bed fait aſleep; 
Lo! Iam going to my green-graſs grave, 
And I'm in my winding-ſheet. 


When day was come, and night was gone, 25 
And all men wak'd from ſleep, 
Sweet William to his lady ſayd, 
My dear, I have cauſe,to weep. 


N 
| 
. 
| 


—ͤñ—m̃—ẽ 
7 8 


* ">, - v <> — 


— — —ũ—3 2 — 


I dreamt a dream, my dear lady, 
' Such dreames are never good. 30 
I dreamt my bower was full of red ſwine, 


And my bride-bed full of blood. 


F 4 Such 
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Such dreams, ſuch a my honoured Sir, 

They never do prove good; 

To dream thy bower was full of * red' ſwine, 
And thy bride-bed full of blood. 


He called up his merry men all, 
By one, by two, and by three; 
Saying, Pi away to fair wh hae wer, 
By the leave of my lady. 


And when he came to fair Marg'rets power, 
He knocked at the ring ; 

So ready were her ſeven brethren 

To let ſweet William in. 


Then be turned up the covering-theet, 
Pray let me ſee the dead : 

Methinks ſhe does look pale and Wan, | 
She has loſt her cherry red. 


Fil do more for thee, Margaret, I 
Than any of thy kin; 

For I will kifs thy pale wan lips, R 
"Though a ſmile I cannot win. 


With that beſpake the ſeven brethren, 
Making moſt piteaus mone : 
You may go kiſs your jolly brown bride, 
And let our ſiſter alone. 


If I do Eiſs my jolly brown bride, 
I do but what is right; 
For I made no vow to your liter dear, 


* day, nor yet by — 


4 4 


9 . 
* 1 ; " 


35 


40 


33 


40 


ay 


* ty, or the young mans tragedy.” 


AND BALLADS. 


Pray tell me then how much you'll deal, 
Of your white bread and your wine ; 
So much as is dealt at her funeral to-day, 

To morrow ſhall be dealt at mine. 


Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day, 65 
Sweet William dyed the morrow : 

Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love, 
Sweet William dyed for ſorrow. 


DR 98 — n 1 
. 


Margaret was buryed in the lower chancel, 

And Willyam in the higher: ü 70 
Out of her breſt there ſprang a roſe, 
And out of his a briar. 


They grew as high as the church-top, 
Till they could grow no higher; 


And there they grew in a true lovers knot, 75 
Made all the folke admire. 


Then came the clerk of the pariſh, 

As you this truth ſhall hear, 

And by misfortune cut them down, 
Or they had now been there. 


2 
BARBARA ALLE NS CRUELTY. 
W with ſome correction: * a old printed copy 


in the editor's poſſeſſion, intitled * Barbara Allen's cruel- 


IN Scarlet towne, where I was borne, 
There was a faire maid dwellin, 
15 * 


\ 


08 ANCIENT SONGS 


Made every youth crye. wel-awaye! 
Her name was Barbara Allen. 


All in the merrye month of May, 
| When greene buds they were ſwellin, 
K Vong Jemmye Grove on his death - bed lay, 
0 — of Barbara Allen. 


He ſent bis . 
To the town, where ſhee was dwellia'; 10 


You muſt come to my maſter deare, 
Giff your name 7h Barbara Allen. 


”— 
* 
” „ A 
e* 


For death is 3 on his face „ 
And ore his heart is ſtealin: © 
Then haſte away to comfort him, 5 76 
0 rede 2 51 
5 Though death be printed on Wen iis vb 
. And ore his hearte is ſtealin 
Vet little better ſhall he bee, n. 
FEM P or bonny Barbars Allen... | | 2 


"$0 ſlowly, Quake; Wan 
And flowly ſhe came nye | him; 
And all ſhe ſayd, when there ſhe came, 
TY nn, 1 _ > 4 are 5 


He turned his face unto her ſtrait,, ny; 25 
With deadlye ſorrow  Oghing ;. 3 STS ES 
O lovely maid, come pity mee. 
Ime on my death-bed lying. 


If on your death-bed you doe re, | 
Wbat needs the tale you are tellin? 30 
15 1 J cannot 


— 


10 


K. 


5, 


x d 


Farewell, ſa js Barbara Allen. 


He turnd his Ps unto ub wall, 
As deadlye pangs he fell in: 


Adieu! adieu] adieu to you all, 


7 Adieu to Barbara Allen. 


As ſhe was walking ore the fields, 
She heard the bell a knellin; 

And every ſtroke did ſeem to ſaye, 
Unworthy Barbara Allen. 


"She turnd her body round abou t, 


And ſpied the corps a coming : | 
Laye down, laye done the corps, the God, 
That 1 may look lad him. 


With ſc6raful eye ſhe looked downe, 


Her cheeke with laughter ſwellinz; | 
- That all her friends cryd out amaine, 


Unworthy Barbara Allen. 


When be was dead and laid in gw ,, ö; 


Her heart was ſtruck with wor 8 
O mother, mother, make my bed, 
For I ſhall dye to morrowe. 


Hard harted creature him to fi ight, Is 


Who loved me fo dearlye : DEER 
O that I had beene more kind to him, 
When he was s live and neate me? 


1 6 th-bed « as ſhe laye, 
7 Veg'd to be buried by him: 
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And ſore repented of the daye, 
That the did ere : denye | bim. 2 a n = 66 © 
Farewell, ſhe ſayd, ye virgins all, . 
And ſhun the Kull f IO 92 eit Herts: Ls 
_ Henceforth take hs by the fall | NED © * 


Of cruel Barbara Alen. FS © 
N \ 
eee e oro vn iigw tov vt 
SWEET WIA GHOST. 
: ret er mig} 15 Stodt %% 
© iS bones” eb l BAZL A5. low 


Few Allen Ramſay's Tea Table miſcellany, The conclu- 
| ding . 7 16 this Piece ſeems modern, | 4 


bf If L 


- HERE de a ghoſt 10 Matgarets door, 
With many 2 grievous grone, dd 45 3831 1 
And ay he tirled at the pin; With Laney, © 
But anſwer made e none. mon An 
Is this my father Philip? ) 94 1 * 5 
Or ist my brother John? e 
Or is't my true love Willie, een 
00 From Scotland new come hame?”” wits rn 3 
"Tis not thy father Philip, 
; Nor yet thy brother John: © 100 


But tis thy true love Willie 1 
From Scotland new come home. hq ppb 


1 ; O ſweet Margret! O dear Mate! m the 5 
I pray thee ſpeak to mee: 1 fd 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 3 
Love t.00 Ree Dp 
; WIL It WS &. # 
ENR JEN r 


10 


15 


AND BALLADS. tog 


Thy faith and troth thou'ſe nevir get, 
Of me ſhalt nevir win, 


Till that thou come within my bower, | L 
And kiſs my cheek and chin. bd 


If I ſhould come within thy bower, 
l am no eartbly man: 
And ſhould I kiſs thy roſy lipp, 
Thy days will not be lang. 


O ſweet Margate dag: dos an 02108 
I pray thee ſpeak to me: 
Give me my faith and troth, Margret, | 
As J gave it to thee. | 


Thy faith and troth thou'ſe e Bre i em 674 
Of me ſhalt nevir win, a i 0 
Till thou take me to yon Li Pires aha - bf 
And wed me with a ring 


My bones are buried in a kirk nou 
A far beyond theiſea, + 

And it is but my ſprite, Margret. 423385 
That's ſpeaking now to the. 


She ſtretched out her lily-white hand, 
As for to do her beſt : 
"Hae there your faith and troth, Willie, 13 
God ſend your ſoul good * 40 
Now ſhe has kilted her hen of green, 
0 A below her knee 
And a' the live-lang winter night 
The dead corps followed ſhee. 


3 Willie? | 45 
Or any room at your feet? > 

Or any room at your fide, Willie, - 

Wherein that I may ereep? 


There's nae room at my head, Margret, 
There's nae room at my feet, 50 
There's nae room at my ſide, _——" | 
W N. 


Then up and ce ie ted red enck, | 

And up then crew the gray: 81g 

Tis time, tis time, my dear Margret, u 5 
'F hat you were gane away. 97 RY 


No more the ghoſt to Margret ſaid, 
© But, with a grievous-grone,, 
Evaniſh'd in a cloud of mi. 

And left her all alone 60 


O ſtay, my only true love, ſtay, 
The conſtant Margret cried : | 

Wan grew her cheeks, the closd her een, | bes. 
Stretch'd her ſaft limbs, and died. ad Pp 


| ad Rl e 0 Peda 
n JOHN GREHME: AND- BARBARA ALLAN. 


5 
1 


"% FM 7 
15 corre Batran. 8 | 

| Printed, with « by Wh ee euer, *. a 
- written copy. ö 


? was in and about the Marthas time, 
When the greene leaves wer a fallan; 
| | That 
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That Sir John Grehme o' the welt countrye, 
Fell in luve wr Barbara Allen. 


He ſent his man down throw the towne, 5 
To the plaice wher ſhe was dwelian : 
O haſte and cum to my maiĩſter deare, 
Gin ye bin Barbara Allan. 


O hooly, hooly, raiſe ſhe up, 
To the plaice wher he was dyan ; 10 
And whan ſhe drew the curtain by, 
Young man, I think ye're lyan. 
4 O its Im ſick, and very very ſick, 
_ And its a' for Barbara Allan: | | 
O the better for me ye ſe never be,; 15 
Though your harts blude wer ſpillan. 


6% Remember ye nat in the tavern, fir, 
Whan ye the cups were fillan; 
How ye maide the healths gae round and round, 
And lighted Barbara Allan ? 20 
He turns kit ee" unto the 1 WY. 1 - 
And death was with him dealan; 
Adiew ! adiew! my dear friends a', 
Be kind to Barbara Allan. 


Then hooly, hooly, raiſe ſhe up- 25 
And hooly, hgoly left him; md tag val 
And ſighan faid, ſhe could nat ſtay,. gde un 
5 TI Since death of life had reft him. 


She had not gane a mile but twa, 3 | 
Whan ſhe heard the deid-bell knellan ; J | 8 
An 
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And everye jow the deid-bell geid, 
Cried, wae to Barbara Allan! 


0 mither, mither, mak my bed, 
> O mak' it faft and narrow: . | 
Since my luve died for me to day, TI 35 


Iſe die for him to morrowe. 


+ % 
* 
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THE BAILIFF's „ DAUGHTER of ISLINGTON. * 


From an ancient Mark heeter copy in the Pepys Collec- 


tion, with ſome improvements communicated by a lady a; 
Joe beard the ſame repeated in ber youth. The full title 


i True love ms Or, The By OO e of 
1 I/ington,” n 4 F\ 314052 = ; 


Here was a -youthe, and a well-beloved pouthe, 
And he was a quires fon: _ 
He loved the bayliffes daughter deare, | 
That ved in Wington, | 


2 e 
* „ 9 


Yet ſhe was coye and would not believe 
That he did love her foe, 
Noe nor at any time would ſhe = | 
Any countenance to him ſhowe. ,, 


. 1 * 4 
. * 
* 4 


But when his friendes did underſtand 1 
His fond and fooliſh minde, nee 
They feat him wp 1 file e P 
ß dich aden bal 
. 17 136 i 21 I 13165 e And 


ermexon is Norfolk is probably the place bere 
_ q | wag Fine HE 14 fs; 2 $43 454 21 | ” 
N . | 
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And when he had been ſeven long yeates, 
And never his love could fee: _ © | | 
Many a tear have I ſhed for her fake, 15 

When ſhe little thought of mee. 


Then all the maids of Iſlington 
Went forth to ſpogt and playe, 
All but the bayliffes daughter deare ; 5 
She ſecretly ſtole awaye. 20 


1 


She pulled off her gowne of greene, 
. And put on ragged attire, 

And to faire London the would goe 
- Her true love to enquire, 


2 

le And as ſhe went along the high-road, 3 

f The weather being hot and drye, 4 
She fat her downe upon a green bank, 


e, And her true love came riding bye. 
; 


She ſtarted up, with a colour ſoe 2 | 
Catching hold of his bridle- reine; 30 
One penny, one penny, kind ſir, ſhe ſayd, 
51 Will caſe me of much paine. 


Before I give you one penny, fweet-heart, 

Praye tell me where you were borne. 1 

At Illington, kind fir, ſayd ſhee, | 35 
Where 1 have had many. a ſcorne. 


1 prythee, e N chen tell to mee, 
: O tell me, whether you knowe 
nd The bayliffes daughter of Iflington, 
She is dead, fir, long agoe, 40 


ere 


* 
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| 17 ſhe be dead, then take my horſe, 
My ſaddle and my bowe ; 

For I will into ſome farr countrye, 

Where noe man ſhall me knowe. 


O ſtaye, 0 ſtaye, thou goodlye youthe, | 45 
She ſtandeth by thy ſide; 

She is heie alive, the is not dead, 
And readye to be thy bride. 


O farewell griefe, and welcome joe, 
Ten thouſand times therefore; 50 
For nowe I have founde mine owne true love, 


Whom I thought I ſhould never fee more, 


„ 
THE WILLOW-TREE. 
A PASTORAL Dratocve. 


K rom the [matt black-letter collection, intitled, © Th 
0 olden Garland of princely delights ;” collated will 
ius other copies and corredted by conjecture. 


WILLY. 


OW now, fhepherde, what meanes _ 7 
to Why that willowe in thy hat? | 
Why thy ſcarifes of red and yellowe 
Turn'd to branches of greene * 2 | 
Copy. 


They are chang d, and ſo am 1; | 5 
Sorrowes live, but pleaſures die : 

> Phillis bath forſaken mee, | 

Which makes me weare the willow-tree. 

Witt! 


45 


50 


LI 
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WIiII V. 


Phillis ! ſhee that lov'd thee long? 
Is ſhee the laſs hath done thee wrong? 


+ Shee that lov'd thee long and beſt, 
5 Is her love turn'd to a jeſt ? 


Coop. 


I Shee that long true love profeſt, 
She hath robb'd my heart of reſt : 


For ſhe a new love loves, not mee; 
Which makes me wear the willow-tree. 


WII ILV. 


Come then, ſhepherde, let us joine, 


vince thy happ is like to mine : 
For the maid I thought moſt true 
Mee hath alſo bid adieu. 


Cupoyr. 


Thy hard happ doth mine appeaſe, | 
Companye doth forrowe eaſe : | 
Vet, Phillis, ſtill J pine for thee, 


And ſtill muſt weare the willowe-tree. 


W1ILLY. 


Shepherde, be advis'd by mee, 
- Caſt off grief and willowe-tree : 


For thy grief brings her content, 
She is Peas d if thou lament. 

CV pDY. 
Herdſman, Il be rul'd by thee, 
There lyes grief and willowe- tree: 


Henceſorth 1 will do as they, 
And love a new love every day. 


1 15 
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THE LADYs FALL. 
From the editor's ancient folio MS. collated with tuo 
printed copies in Black letter ; ene in the Britiſh Muſeum, 


the ather in the Pepys collection. Its old title is © A la- 
« mentable ballad of the a s 1215 * © T 0 the tune of, 


% InPeſcod Time, Oc. 
M well my heavy dolefull _, 
You loyall lovers all, 
4 And heedfully beare in your breſt, 
A gallant ladyes fall. 
Long was ſhe woo'd, ere ſhe was wenne, $4 $ 
To lead a wedded life, HH #1 fans vi} ad 
But follye wrought her ann. | Be 
. Before ſhe was a wifſe. * ha 7 


* 1 


Too i, has ! thee gave conſent | | 
And yeelded to his will, 10 . 
Though he proteſted to be true, | 
And faithfull to her ſtill, 
- Shee felt her body altered quite, 


Her bright * waxed pale, * 
er 


Bere referred to is preſerved in the Muss Library, 8. 
P. 281. It is an allegory or viſion, intitled, © Tus Snr- 
RERD'S SLUMBER,” and Mp, with ſome pretty rural 
images, vix. | 


In Peſcod Time when bound to "Az 8 T 
= © Gives eare till buck be Killed, | 
« And little lads with pipes of corne 


Cate keeping beaſts a field, 


% [vent to gather firawberries . 


y wood and groves full fair, oc, 


1 
L 
To the tune of, * In Pefeod Time, &c. Ems ballad C 
0 
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Her lovelye cheeks chang' d color white, - 15 
Her ſtrength began to fayle. 


5 Soe that with many a ſorrowful ſigh, 
g This beauteous ladye milde, 

With greeved hart, perceiv'd herſelſe HE. 
+ To have conceiv'd with childe. 743 v4 0 
Shee kept it from her parents ſight N 
As cloſe as cloſe might bee, 

And foe put on her ſilken gowne - 
None might ber ſwelling ſee. 


Unto her lover ee 6164 d e 
3 Her greefe ſhee did bewray, 
And walking with him hand in hand, 
Theſe on to him did ſay ; 
Behold, quoth thee, a maids diſtreſſe | 
By love brought to thy bowe, © 1 4 30 
5 Behold I goe with childe by thee, a1. 99% 
But none thereof doth-knowe. + 14 b 
The little babe ſprings in my wombe „ inn; 
To heare its fathers voyce, | 
er ett it not be a baſtard call'd,; 33 
Sith I made thee my choy ce 
24 | Come, come, my love, perform thy vowe 
10. And wed me out of hand ; 
0 leave me not in this extreame, | Tres 
a In griefe alwayes to ſtand. _. | 40 


Thinke on thy former prowiles, l N 0 1 5 | 
Thy oathes and vowes eche one ; 
Remember with what bitter teares | 


To mee thou madeſt thy moane. 
| Convay 


. 
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| Convay me to ſome ſecrett place, 45 
And marry we with fſpeede ; b 
Or with thy rapyer end my life, 
Ere further ſhame ve 


Alacke ! my deareſt love, ah his 
0: My greateſt joye on earthe, 50 
Which waye can I convay thee hence. 
WM irhout a ſudden death? - _ | 
Thy friends are all of hye degree, 33 » 
And I of meane eſtate l ; e 8 
Full hard it is to gett thee forthe 33 
Out of thy fathers gate. Laaght 220 62: / 


Dread not thy life to fave! ay fame, 
For if thou taken be, 
Kit ſelfe will ep, betweene the bend. 
And take the harme on mee: _ 12-60 
"oe ſhall I ſcape diſhonor quite; 
And if! ſhould be flaine | 
What could they ſay, but that true love 
Had m—_ a en bane. | | 


And feare not any fecben e . 65 
| My ſelfe will foe deviſe, 
That I will ryde away with thee 
Dnknowne of mortal eyes: 
. az like ſome pretty page, 
lle meete thee in the dark 50 
** all alone Ile come to thee, 
Hard by my fachers gore | 


And there, 5 1 Ile 5/0] e my deare 
Fa God ſoe lend me life, | 


a 4 


Cont Ru 


Att length the wiſhed day was come, 


FHaſt thou forgott thy promiſe paſt, on 19g 
And wilt thou perjur'd prove? 
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On this day month without all falle 75 


I will make thee my wife. 


Then with a ſweet and loving kiſſe, 


They parted preſentlye, {9 


And at their partinge briniſh teres 
Stoode in eche others eye. | 80 


On which this beauteous mayd, 
With longing eyes, and ſtrange attire, 
For her true lover ſtayd : 


When any perſon ſhee eſpyed ' ' | 08.566 


Come ryding ore the plaine, 
She hop'd it was her owne true love 5 
But all her are were vaine. 


»7 


"Then did ſhee weepe alt fore dae 


Her moſt unhappy fate; 3 
Then did ſhee ſpeake theſe woeful! words, TIE 
As ſuccourleſs ſhee ſate: 


O falſe, forſworne, and faithlefſe may, | 
Diſloyall in thy love, 


= 
— 
— 


And haſt thou now forſaken mee 
In this my great diſtreſſe, 

To end my dayes in open ſhame, 
Which thou mightſt well redreſſe 5 

Woe worth the time Teer believ'd 
That flattering tongue of thine; 

Would God — I had never ſeene 

The teares of thy falſe eyne. 
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And thus with many ſorrowful fighs, 
Homewards ſhe went:againe z | | 
Noe reft came in her waterye eyes,, 
She felt ſuch privye paine. bak | 
In travail ſtrong thee fell that night, | 
With many a bitter throwe; 0% 10 
What woefull pangs ſhee then did feel, 
Doth eche good woman e | en 


105 


Shee called up ber waiting IN yo greg 
That lay at her bedds feete, 1 | 
Who muling at her miſtreſs woe, 115 a 
Began full faſt to weepe. 
Weepe not, ſaid ſhee, but Fu the has * 
And windowes round about. 
Let none bewray my wretched vo | 


But keeps PIR ONE... N bib na £0 


0 miſtreſs, call your mother geate, | in i 
Of women you have neede .. W 
And of ſome ſkilful midwifes helpe, | ND 
That better you may ſpeed, | 
Call not my mother for thy life, dates 4, 
Nor fetch no women here, 8 £4 1a f 
The midwifes ee comes all too late, | 


With that the babe ſprang from her wombe 
N. creature being nye,, _ 130 
And with one ſighe, which 4b her hearts. 
This gallant dame did dye 5 
The lovely little infant yonge,.. 15 „ 
The mother being dead, nn l borou, 
Reſigned its new received breath 13; . 
"To him that had it made. V 


xt 
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Next morning came her own true love, . 
Aﬀrighted at the newes, 

And he for ſorrow ſlew himſelfe, v7, 
Whom eche one did accuſe. 140 

The mother with her new borne babe, | 
Were both laid in one grave, | 

Their parents overcome with woe, 


No joy thenceforth cold have. 


"Take heed, you'daintye damſelles all, 24 Bas 
Of flattering words beware, 

And of the honour of your name 
Have an eſpecial care. 

Too true, alas ! this tory is, 
As many one can tell. 7 ae 


By others harmes learne to be wiſe, 
And you ſhal{ do full well. 


[ 


WALY WALY, LOVE BEBONNY. 
A ScorTISH Sons. 


This is a wery ancient ſonp, bit we could ny give it 
from modern copies. Some editions inſtead of the four la/t 
lines in the ſecond flanza have theſe, which have too 
ukth merit to be wholly ſuppreſſed, bn 

« Whan cockle ſbells turn filler bells 
And muſcles gro on every tree, | 

« Whan fr — Jnaw ſall warm us aw , 
« Than All, my love 1980 true to me. 

See the Orpheus Caledonius, 7 Co 
hnhur-ſeat mentioned in wer. 17:.is a hill. near Edin- 
75 > uf he St. * 5 _ fs * in the ane 
; 

Vol. m. | | G O Walz 


Waly waly up the bank, wel] 

And waly waly down the bras, 

And waly waly yan burn fide, 
: Where I and my love wer wont o ble e 

"Tien, back unto ar aik, hom 5 

I thought it was. a e 3 N 

But firſt it bow'd, and ſynevit . 

Sac my true love did lightly me. 


O waly, waly, gin love be bonn y, 
©? ABttle cinje while i 10 

But when its auld, it waxeth cauld, _ 
And fades awa' like morning dew. , 

O wherfore ſhuld I buſk.my head? 5 
Or wherfore ſhuld F kame my hair ? NR 

For my true love has me forſook, 15 
And fays he'll never loe me mar. 


Now Arthur-ſeat fall be my bed, 

The ſheets fall neir be fyl'd by me: 

Saint Anton's well ſall be my drink, 

Since my true love has forſaken me. 20 
Marti mas wind, whan wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves aff the tree? 

O gentle death, ane 1917 "ur 

For Feed lie Lam ve. 


Lis not the froſt, dae ee ka, an «25 
Nor blawing ſnaws igclemencie: 

Tis not fic cauld,” that makes me cry, 
But my loves heart cauld to me. 

Whan we came in by Glaſgowe town, 

We were a comely ſight to fee, 30 

My love wascled? ch black velvet, 

And I my ſell in cramasle. : 


— 


But 
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But had I wiſt, before I kiſst, | 
That love had been ſae ill to win, | 
I had lockt my heart in a caſe of gowd, 35 
And pinnd it with a filler pin. 
) Ob oh ! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon the nurſes knee, 


And I my fell were dead and gane | 
For a _—_ again Iſe never be. 40 


XII. 
THE WANTON WIFE OF BATH. 


From an ancient copy in Black- ö in the Pepys 
tollection. Mr. Addiſon has pronounced this an excellent 
15 Pad: See the Spedator, No. 248. 


N Bath a wanton wife did dwelle, 

As Chaucer he doth write; _ 

Who did in pleaſure ſpend her dayes, 
And many a fond delight. 


Upon a time ſore ficke ſhe was | 1 
And at the length did dye; | | 
And then her ſoul at heaven gate, 
Did knocke moſt mightilye. 
251 . 
Firſt Adam came unto the gate: | 
Who knocketh there? quoth hee. W 13 oY 
I am the wife of Bath, the fayd, _ | 
And faine would come to thee. 
0 
4 Thou art a ſinner, Adam "EY 
| And here no place ſhalt have. . 
+ LORE - © hs | Aud 
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And fo art thou, I trowe, quoth ſhee, 
No gip you doting knave. 


I will come in, in ſpight, the ſayd, 
Of all ſuch churles as thee ; 
Thou wert the cauſer of our woe, 
Our paine and miſery : 


S = 


And firſt * Gods commandiments, 
In pleaſure of thy wife. 


When Adam heard her tell this tale, 
He ranne away for life. ö 


Then down came Jacob at the gate, 

ro And bids her packe to hell, 

J Thou falſe deceiving knave, quoth hee, 
Thou __ be there as well. 


For Ma Jeceiv'sf thy father deare, | 
And thine own brother too. 1 

Away * ſlunk* Jacob preſently, 

; And made no more adoo. 


* 


r 188d maine, 
: b And Lot he chides her ſtraite. | N 
How now, quoth the, thou drunken aſs, 3; 
Who bade thee' here to prate ? 0? 
* With thy two 38 thou did he 
= 


On thein two baſtardes got. 
And thus moſt tauntingly the chaft L 
Fa ans poor es Lot. 40 
| dean Who 


Ver. 16. Gip, gep, or guep, is a common interjeclin 


of icontempt in our ol Fouts. cee Gray's Hudibras, pt. . 
canto 3. V. 202. note. 
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6 Who calleth there, quoth Judith then, 
5 With ſuch ſhrill ſounding notes? 
This fine minkes ſurely came not here, 
Quoth ſhe, for cutting throats. 


Good Lord, how Judith bluſh'd for ſhame, 45 
When ſhe heard her ſay ſoe ! 
King David hearing of the ſame, 
Ile to the gate would goe. 


Quoth David, who knockes there ſo loud, 
And maketh all this ftrife ? 50 


You were more kinde, good Sir, ſhe t 
25 Unto Uriah's wife. 1 1 
And when thy ſervant thou didſt cauſe 
In battle to be ſlaine; 
Thou cauſedſt far more ſtrife than I, 38 
Who would come here ſo faine. 
” . The woman's mad, quoth Soloman, 
That thus doth taunt a king, 
Not half ſo mad as you, ſhe ſayd, * 
I trowe, in manye a thing. | 5 


Thou hadft ſeyen hundred wives at once, 
For whom thou didſt provide; is | 
And yet, god wot, three hundted whores 1 
Thou muſt maintaine beſide: 


33 


And they made thee forſake thy Gd, 68 
And worſhip ſtockes and ſtones ; 
Who Beides the charge they put thee to 
In breeding of young bones. 


pt. I, | s 1 ' 8 3 * 7 4 Had t 
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Hadſt thou not bin beſide thy wits, 
Thou wouldſt not thus have ventur'd ; 70 
And therefore I do marvel much, 


How thou this place haſt enter'd. 


I never heard, quoth Jonas then, 
So vile a ſcold as this. 

Thou whore-ſon run-away, quoth fie, * 1 
Thou diddeſt more amiſs. - | 


— 


They ſay', quoth Thomas, womens tongues 
Of aſpen-leaves are made. | 
Thou unbelieving wretch, quoth ſhe, 
All is not true that's ſayd. 


— beard her then *y 
She came unto the gate. 


- Quoth ſhe, good woman, you muſt think 
Upon your former ſtate. 2 


No ſinner enters in this place 8 
Quoth Mary Magdalene. Then 
were ill for you, fair miſtreſs mine, 
>». . auſwered her agen: 


Vou for your honeſtye, quoth ſhe, | 
Had ance been ſtor'd to death; 9o 
Had not our Saviour Chriſt come by, —— 
And written on the earth. 


It was not by your occupation, 
You are become divine : 

I hope my ſoul in Chriſt his paſſion, __ 

Shall be as ſafe as'thine. © 


Uprok 


Ver. 77. I think. P. 


70 


75 


vs 


95 


role 
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Up roſe the good apoſtle Paul, 
And to this wife he cryedl, 
Except. thou ſhake thy fins away, 
'Thou here ſhalt be denyed. urn ' * x60 


Remembes;: Paul, what thou haft done, | 

All through a lewd defire: — 
How thou didſt perſecute God's _—_ 50 

With wrath as hot as fre. $0 | 


| Then vy tans Peter at the aſt, d mary T nog 
And to the gate he hie? 
Fond fool, quoth he, t 4a. 
Thou wearieſt Chriſt with (cries. | 


4 


Peter, ſaid ſhe, content thyſelfe, 
For mercye may be won. 110 
I never did deny my Chriſt, 5 8 
As thou thyſelfe haſt dene. 


When as our Saviour Chriſt heard this, 

4 With heavenly angels bright,  _ _ 
e comes unto this ſinful Gat, OY 
Who trembled at his fight. 


Of him for mercye the did crave. 
Fand 1 he, thou has refus d 1 
unlec NV. profferd grace, and mercy Wem sen * 

much my name abus de. 120 


Sore have I ſinned, Lotd, ſhe ſayd, * 

And ſpent my time invaine,! | . 

But bring me like a wandring ſheepde 
Into thy flocke againme. 


£1 >e71 %. >. , i — 
Q 31 42 G 4 © Lord 


428 


** 


Igrant the ſame, O Lord, quoth ne-. 


\ 
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O Lord my God, I Will amend 12325 
My former wicked vice | 

The thief for one poor filly —_— 
Paſt into paradiſe, 


My lawes and my commandiments 
Saith Chriſt, were knowne to theses 130 

But of the fame in any wiſe, oo 
Not yet one word did ye. 


** 
* 


Moſt lewdly did Ilie: 
But yet the loving father did ch be 1 135 
His prodigal ſon forgi ye 


So I forgive thy ſoul; he ſayd. 


Through thy repenting crye e; 
Come enter then inte my jo + + | 


I will not thee. denye. SiSlyi gol) A 140 
tie bred Up Auro an Bf SV 
dan 8 8¹ 51 vV 
THE A 1 LD G 96, b. M.A N. 


111 of W 
A ates ag. 1 — 2 


Re b ad eNpD,ꝭiu 10 11d YO 


= have not been. able e Ag with a — ancient 


this humorous old ſong, than that. printed in the 


TT able miſcellany, &c. ach Jeans To 11 ave admitted 


ome corruption. 


ATE. in an evening forth I went 10 
A little before the ſun ** ee . 


And there I chanc't, by accident. 


To light on a fr, tr —— : ou 


125 


30 


35 


40 


ent 
the 
ted 


S 
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A man and his wife wer fawn in a ſtrife, 5 
I canna weel tell ye how it begann 

But aye ſhe wail'd her wretched life, 
And cryed evir, alake, mine auld good man! 15 


Hz. 3 


Thy auld goodman, that thou tells of, | 
The country kens where he was born, 10 
Was but a ſilly poor vagabond, : 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn : 
For he did ſpend and make an end 
Of gear his fathgrs nevir' wan. 
He gart the poor ſtafld frae the door; n Is 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld 5 


SRE. 


My heart, alake ; is liken to break, 
Whan TI think on my winſome John, 
His blinkan ee, and gait ſae free, 
Was naithing like thee, thou doſend drone ; z 20 


Wi' his roſie face, and flaxen hair, 


And a ſkin as white as ony fwan, * 40 
He was large and tall, and comely withall, 
| \Thou'lt nevir be like mine auld goodman. 


. _ Hs. 
Why doſt thou plein? I thee maintein, 35 
For meal and mawt thou diſna want; Fo. 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, © 
Now whanour gear gins to grow ſcant. | 
Of houſhokd ſtuff, thou, haſt enough, 
Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; ; 1 30 
Of ſicklike ware he left thee bare, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


' G5 18 | a 
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Saarn 


| "Ya I may tell, and fret 'my felt,” 


; Whan 1 and he, together lex 


Thou falds thy feet and fa's aſleep : 


In armes into a well-made bed : 


But now I ſigh and may be ſad, 


Thy courage is cauld, thy colour n. 


Thou It nevir de like mine auld bun 


eee eee 
And gane was a' the light of day? 


I be earle was fear'd to miſs his . 


And therefore wad nea longer ſtay: a 
Then up he gat, and ran his way, 

I trowe, the wife the day ſhe wan, 
And aye the owreword of the fray - 


Was evir, alake! mine auld goodman. | 


XIV. 


4 


THE LADY. ISABELLA's TRAGED! 


This ballad i is 3 from an old beck otter copy in the 
| Pepys collection, collated with another in the Briti| 
Muſeum, H. 263. folio. It is there entitled, © The Lach 
* Iſabella' s Tragedy, or The Step-Mather's Cruelty : be- 


ing a relation of a lamentable and cruel murther, con. 


«< mitted on the body of the 
« zer 8 F noble duke, &c .—To the tune Ct 


1 HERE was 0 of "BE "WINE . 
1 And à hunting he would ride, 1 
' Attended by a noble trains 5 


Of gentrye by his fide. 


107% 


Lady Iſabella, the. ou eh 
aj 


„„ 
ws 


To ſee both ſport and playe; 197 4 


1 


bY 


This lord he had a daughter faire, 
Whoſe beauty ſhone ſo bright, 


Of many a lord and knight, 


Fair Iſabella was the gad, 
A creature faire was thee; | 


She was ber fathers only joe, 


As you ſhall after ſe. 5 
4) | 
Therefore her cruel Mentee 
Did envye her ſo much; 0 


That day by day ſhe fought her TY 
Her, malice it was ſuch. | 


She bargain'd with the nere 
% To take her life gyaye;,, | 
And taking of her daughters book. 
She thus to her did faye-/'; | 


Go home, l\eet daugliter, I __— 
Go haſten preſentlie ; 


And tell unto the maſter-cook, | - 


hat in the parke doth ſhine-ſo bright, 
©) There's none ſo faire to ſhows, 


Theſe wordes that I tell thee ?: 


AND B AL LADS, 
| Apd while he did in chaiſe remaine, el 6 


„His ladye went, ag the did. feigne,, n 
Unto the church to pray 


She was beloy'd,. both far ITE WORTH 


a 


131 
13 


10 


15 


20 


235 


And bid him dreſſe to dinner ſtreig lt. 
That faire and milk-white doo: 
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© This ladye errut br no harme, bib ad slidw ba 
Obey'd her Mothers Walls" 116; I Ad . 01 


And preſentlye ſh haſted dome, 
Her pleaſure to — ene 


She ftreight into the kitchen At 
Her meſſage for to tell; wool? 574 up 


* 


aan — 4 3 


1 


Wuo did with malice ſwell.” bool & arr 1 


Nowe, maſter-cook, it muſt be ſoe, 100 


Do that which I thee tell: e aner 
Jou needes muſt drefſe the milk-white doe, 


Which you do knowe full well. 


Then freight kis eruell bloody hands, „oö 7a T 


He on the ladye layd; d u b 


Who-quivering and ſhaking ſtands, 76.455 


CJ While thus to her he- fayd:: * 34 93511801 4 


Thou art the doe, that I muſt dreſſe; 818 7 
See here, behold — 3 4 on 93}: 0:1 


For it is pointed'preſentlye,'> io 2 


3 
2 74 wm 


To-ridd thee of thy-life. T9! V3 £15411 ale 


zit 


33 


1 ©. 


And there ſhe ſpied the maſter-cook, | | "i 
40 


* 6 


85 O then, ern eee eo "4 


As loud as loud might bee: fs: 


© ſave her life, Teak au 


* 
wh [4 


And make your ** IOW v1 94 1. 


For pityes ſake do not deſtroye 1 


„My ladye with your kniſes 
You know the is her father's joye,. 


For Chriſtes ſake ſaye her life. non 2'915% 


Fs 
1 


9 55 


'& 
* 


SG 


FIT 


45 


50 
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A will not fave her life, he ſay, l hy 
Nor make my pyes of thee ; © 

Yet if thou doſt this deed bewraye, *' * 
Thy butcher * bee nud 20 1 


02 


72 
wa) 
wi 


Now when this ir he did come Fliese 
For to fit downe and eat; 
He called for his daughter le | 
To come and carve his meat. 24 


Now fit you downe, his ladye ſayd, 
O ſit you downe to meat; _ . 
Iato ſome nunnery the is gone; OT OY 
*Your _— deare forget. 


Then PR he made a vowe, | 
Before the companie: : Ss: oh wh | J | 

That he would neither eat nor ns eng 
Until he did her ſee. bs 


O then befoake * dals boy. 
With a loud veice ſo hyee 
If now you will your daughter ſee, . wor lun) 
* My lord, cut up anden ade ud M Be 


Wherein her fleſhe 1s PORE ſmall, 
And parched:withithe-fire 31] [i 14/7 252 

All cauſed by her ſtep- mother. 
Who 155 her death deſirmmead. 


1 4 x 7 =” - ( ry * N 4 y 
OL 8 W Ble þ . Aue 91 5 * n * 5H 


And + wh the maiſter-cook,,.. ul 85 
O curſed may he bei * i node 
I proffered him my own hearts boos, 


From b * free. of. nel 
| a5 112 Nein inn a ALA Su. v4 Y 
A 155 Then 


— 
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Then all in blacke this lord did mourne; 3 
= - And for his daughters n # wy 90 
He judged ber cruell ſtep-mother, 
To be burnt at a ſtake. | 


<7 Likewiſe he judg'd the waſter-cook., 

In boiltng lead to ffands zg 

F And made the ſimple art batt. ar: 95 
The heir of all his ana. 


th FLY XV. ets 6 
'A HUE AND CRY AFTER cur. 


From Ben Tonſon's Maſque at the marriage of lord 
| wviſcount . 745 on Shrove-Tueſday 1608. / One 
1 2 full of ary, -mytbology u, hawe omitted, 4 Wwe 

it dropt in @ copy of this fong printed in 4 


ſal volume called ** Le Prince amour. Kae 1660. 


Called Love, a little boy 
Almoſt naked, wanton, blinde; iu, 
Cruel now ; en ge Binds > | leu ex wor l 
67 If he be amongſt yee; fass 1 wy 


* 


| 

| 

211 71 iin 3 
| EAUTIES, have yee «al A 07, 


| He i is Venus' run-away. 
| ein © weft 15d 712% 
| Shee, that will but now diſcover'-/\>: 4 1 /, 
Where the winged wag doth hover, 
| Shall to-night receive a kiſſec, 4 7 
| How and where herſelfe would with: 10 
| d But; who brings him to his mother r 
: ee beurog 
0 927182 RWo im (11 1 Inner 
Markes he hath about him plentie: 0171 
You may know him, among twentie. | 
+447) BH | All 
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All bis body ig a fre. 


And his breath a flame entire: 


Which being ſhot, like lightning, in k 
Woundes the heart, Bur not the RES: 4 


Wings he hath, which 8 yee clip, * 
He will leape from lip to lip, 
Over liver, lights, and. heart, | c 
Yet not ſtay in any part. 

And, if chance his arrow miſſes, 

He will ſhoot himſelfe in kiſſes. 


He doth beare a golden bow, 
And a quiver hanging low, 


Full of arrowes, which outbrave 


. Dian's ſhafts,; where, if he have 


Any head more ſharpe than other, 
With, that firſt he ſtrikes bis Wet * 


Still ho faireſt are W fuell, 
When his daies are to be cruell, 
Lovers hearts are all his food, 
And his bathes their warmeſt bloud: 
Nought but wounds his hand doth ſeaſon, 
And he hates none like to Reaſon. 


Truſt him not: his words, though ſweet * 3 


Seldome with his heart doe meet, 
All bis practice is deceit; | 
Everie gift is but a 'bait. 


Not a kiſſe, but poyfon beares: J 15 5 100 N 
And moſt treaſon in his teares. en + 
Idle minutes are his e; ne L 10 con 
Then the — makes his gain, 
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71 N preſenting maids with toyes 
And would have yee thinke hem j joyes: 
'Tis the ambition of the elfe, 

To have all childiſh, as himſelfe. on. 


If by theſe yee pleaſe to know him, N 
Beauties, be not nice, but ſhow him. a e on 
Though yee had a will to hide him, 

Now, we hope, yee'le not abide him, K 0 

Since yee heare this falſer's play, | 

And that he is Venus' run-away. 


- 


THE KING OF FRANCE's DAUGHTER. 


From the Editor's ancient folia MS. collated with an old 
Black-letter copy in the Pepys Collection, intitled, . An 
'* excellent Ballad of a prince of England's courtſhip 1b 
« the king of France's daughter, c. To the tune f 
« Crimſon Velvet.“ | 
Many breaches hawing been made in this old fo | 
the hand of time, principally (as might be. — E in 
the quick returns of the Os 4 ve have attempted to re- 


hair them. 


N the dayes of old, r 
When faire France did r 
Storyes plaine have told, 
Lovers felt annoye. & 
The queene a daughter bare, _ 1 8 
Whom beautyes queene did nouriſh: 9 
She was lovely faire, 
She was her fathers joye. 
A prince of England came. 
Whoſe deeds did merit fame. 10 
vil f | But 
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But he was exil'd, and outcaſt : 
Love his ſoul did fire, 

. Shee granted his deſire, 

Their hearts in one were linked faſt. 
Which when her father proved, 
Sorelye he was moved, * 

And tormented in his minde. 


He ſought for to prevent them; 
And to diſcontent them 


Fortune croſſed * theſe? lovers kinde. 


When theſe princes twaine, 
Were thus barr'd of-pleaſure, 


7 Through the kings diidaine, 


Which their joyes withſtoode : 
The lady ſoone prepar'd | 
Her jewells and her treaſure ; 


Having no regard 


For ſtate and * bloode ; 
In homelye poore array, 
She went from court away, 

To meet her joye and hearts delight; 
Who in the forreſt great 


Had taken up his ſeat, 


To wayt her coming in the night, 
But, lo! what ſudden danger, 
To this princely ſtranger ___., . 
Chanced, as he fate alone! 


By outlawes he was robbed, 
And with ponyards ſtabbed, 


Uttering many a dying grone. 


The princeſſe, arm'd by love, 1 


And by chaſte deſire, 
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All the night did rove _ 
Without dread at all : 
Still unknowne ſhe paſt 
In her ſtrange attire ; 

Coming at the laſt — 

Within echoes call, 
You faire woods, quoth ſhee ; 
Honoured may you be, ö 

Harbouring my hearts delight ; 3 


Which cucompaſs here 


My joye and only deare, 
My truſtye friend, and-comelye nigh: | 


Sweete, I come unto thee, ' 


Sweete, I come to woo thee, © 9543 23 O11 


That thou mayft er =Y 
> For my long delaying : | | 
For thy curteous r os £389} 
Soone amendes Ile make to > thee: 


' Se ace 
: IS 5018 1 1 0 11 


iin 1004 v9 me Y ' 
Paſſing thus TP e 0 ; 
6-215 TH Nod mo 7 . 
rough the ſilent foreſt, ds” 


Many a grievous grone Toi = 
Sounded in her eares 
She heard one alas 8 
And lament the foreft, 


Shedding deadly teares. 
Farewell, my deare, quorth' hee, | 
Whom I muft never fee, 

For why my life is att an end, 
> Through villaines crueltye : 

For thy ſweet ſake J dye, 


To how J am a faithful friend,” 832775 Mt 
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Here T lye a bleeding, 
While my thoughts are feeding 
On the rareſt beautye found. 
O hard happ, that may be ! 
Little knowes my ladye 
My heartes blood lyes on the ground, 


With that a grone he ſends | 
Which did burſt in ſunder 


All the tender bands” 


Of bis gentle heart. 
She, who knewe his voice, 
At his wordes did wonder ; 


b All her former joyes 


Did to griefe convert. 
Strait ſhe ran to ſee, 
Who this man ſhold bee, 

That ſoe like her love did ſeeme: 
Her lovely lord ſhe found 


1 ye ſlaine upon the ground, 


Smear'd with gore a ghaſtlye ſtreame, 


Which his lady ſpying, 


Shrieking, fainting, crying, 

Her ſorrows cold not uttered bee: 
Fate, ſhe cryed, too cruell! 
For thee—my deareſt jewell, 


Would God! that! — dyed for thee, 


His pale lippes, alas 


Twentye times ſhe kiſſed, 


And his face did waſh, 


With her trickling teares : 
Every gaping wound 


Tenderlye ſhe preſſed, 


Ver. 83. Strings, MS. and P. 


139 
75 


80 


85 


95 


105 


140 ANCIENT SONGS 


And did wipe it round 
With her golden haires, 
Speake, faire love, quoth ſhee, 
Speake, faire prince, to mee, 
One ſweete word of comfort give, 
Lift up thy deare eyes, 
Liſten to my cryes, 
Thinke in what fad griefe 1 live, 
All in vaine ſhe ſued, 
All in vaine ſhe wooed, 
. + The princes life was fled and gone. 
There ſtood the till mourning, 
- Till the ſuns retourning, 
And bright day was coming on. 


In this great diſtreſſe 
Weeping, wayling ever, 
Oft ſhee cryed, alas ! - 
What will become of mee? _ 
To my fathers court 
I returne will never: 
But in lowlye fort 
Will a ſervant bee. | 
While thus ſhe made her mone, 
© all alone, 
In this deepe and deadlye feare : 
* for'ſter all in greene, 
Moſt comelye to be ſeene, 
Ranging the woods did find her there. 
Moved with her ſorrowe, | 
Maid, quoth he, good morrowe, | 


What hard happ has brought thee ans | 


5 3 happ did never 
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Two kinde hearts diſſever: | 
Here lyes ſlaine my brother deare. 140 


10 Where might I remaine, 
Gentle for'ſter, ſhew me, 
Till I could obtaine 
A ſervice in my neede? | 
Paines I will not ſpare. 145 
This kinde favour doe me, 
It will eaſe my care; 
Heaven ſhall be thy meede. 
The for'ſter all amazed, , 4h 
On her beautye gazed, 150 
20 Till his heart- was ſet on fire. * 
If, faire maid, quoth hee, 
Lou will goe with mee, 
You ſhall have your hearts deſire, 
He brought her to his mother, 155 
And above all other | | 
25 He ſett forth this maidens ptaiſe. 
Long was his heart inflamed, 
At length her love he gained, 
And fortune crown'd his future dayes. 160 


Thus unknowne he wedde 
With a kings faire daughter; 
Children ſeven they had, 

Ere ſhe told her birth, 

Which when once he knew, 165 
Humblye he beſought her 

He to the world might ſhew, 
Her rank and princely worth. 

He cloath'd his children then, 15 

(Not like other men) Fry Dag Eb, 
| | In 


35 


ro 
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In partye · colours ſtrange to ſee; | 


The right fide cloth of gold, 
"The left fide to behold, | 

Of wollen cloth ſtill framed hee. 
Men thereatt did wonder ; | 
Golden fame did thunder 


This ſtrange deede in every place: = 


The king of France came thither, 
Being pleaſant weather, 
In theſe woods the hart to chaſe. 


The children then 9 bring, 
So their mother will'd it, 
Where the royall king, 
Muſt of force come bye: 
Their mothers riche array, 
Was of crimſon velvet: 
Their fathers all of gray, 
Seemelye to the eye. 
Then this famous king, 
Noting every thing, 
Aſkt how he durſt be ſo bold 
Jo let his wife foe weare, 
- And decke his children there, 


In coſtly robes of pear! and gold. 


The forreſter replying, 
And the cauſe deſcrying “., 


To the king theſe — did ſay, ; 


Well may they, by their mother, 
Weare rich clothes with other, 
Being by birth a princeſſe gay. 


* 6. deſcribing. See Gloſs. 
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The king arouſed thus, 
More heedfully beheld them, 
Till a crimſon bluſh 1 
His remembrance croſt. 
The more I fix my mind 205 


on thy wife and children, 
The more methinks I find 
The daughter which I loſt. 
I am that child, quoth thee, 
3 Falling on her knee, 210 


Pardon mee, my ſoveraine liege. 
The king perceiving this, 
His daughter deare did kiſs, 
While joyfull teares did ſtopp his ſpeeche. 
With his traine he tourned, 215 
8; And with them ſojourned. 
Strait he dubb'd her huſband knight, 
Then made him erle of Flanders, 
And chiefe of his commanders, 


Thus were their ſorrowes put to flight. 220 
# * 


90 MID % 
XVII. 


HE SWEET NEGLECT. 


95 This little madrigal is in imitation 6 455 a Latin poem 
printed at the end of the varitrum E Petronius, 
beginning Semper munditias, ſemper Baſiliſſa, deco- 


ns, Wc.” See Whalley's Ben Jonſon, Dol. 2. p. 420. 


From Ben enſon's Silent Woman, Ad. 1. Sc. 1. Firff 
| 7 acted in 1609. 


TILL to be neat, ſtill to be dreſt, 
As you were going to a feaſt; 
he « "Oy Still 
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0 Still to be pou'dred, ſtill perfum'd: 
Lady, it is to be pteſumd, 

Though arts hid cauſes are not found, 

All is not ſweet, all is not ſound. 


% 
2 % 


Give me a looke, give me a face ; 
That makes ſimplicitie a grace; 
Robes looſely flowing, haire as free: 
Such ſweet neglect more taketh me, F 
Than all th' adulteries of art. 
They ſtrike mine eyes, but not my heart. 


% 


XVIII. 
THE CHILDREN IN THE WOOD. 


The ſubject of this very popular ballad (which ha; 
been ſet in ſo favourable a light by the Spectator, Ne 85.) 
ſeems to be taken from an ld play, intitled, . Tao la- 
e mentable Tragedies,' The one of the murder of Maiſter So 
& Beech, a chandler in Thames-flreete, ©c: The other of 
* @ young child murthered in a wood by two ruffin, I H 
, with the conſent of his unkle. By Rob. Tarrington, 
«1601. 4to.” Our ballad-maker has ftridly followed if N. 
the play in the deſcription of the father and mather's dy- 

- ing charge: in the uncle's Sg to tale care 4 their 
i ue : his hiring two ruffians to defiroy his ward, under In 
gretence of * fn him to ſchool : . their chuſing a avood 15 
perpetrate the murder in : one of the ruffians r 
and a battle enſuing, Ic. In other reſpects he has de- TI 
parted from the play. In the latter the ſcene is laid in 
Padua: there is but one child: which is murdered by a T| 
fudden ſtab of the unrelenting ruffian : he is flain % 
by bis leſs bloody companion, hut ere he dies gives the fl © 
other a mortal wound: the latter living but juft long Tl 
| enough to impeach the uncle: who-in conſequence” of this | 
impeachment” is arraigned and executed by the hand of W 
juſtice, Ic. Whoever compares the play with the 1 
5 7. 
Ve 
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N have no doubt but the former is the original: the 
anguage is far more obſolete, and'fuch a vein of ſimpli- 
ity runs thro" the-wwhole per formance, that had the bal- 
ad been written firſt,” therg is no doubt but. every cir- 
umflance of it would have been received into the drama: 
whereas this was probably built on ſome Italian novel. 

Printed from two ancient copies one of them in black 
eter in the Pepys Collection. It's title at large is, The 
© Children in the Wood or, The Norfolk Gentleman's 
* Laft Will and Teftament : To the tune of Rogero, Ic.“ 


OW ponder well, ye parents deare, 
Theſe wordes, which I ſhall write; 


A doleful ſtory you ſhall heare, 
In time brought forth to light : 


A gentleman of good account, 5 
In Norfolke dwelt of late, 

Wo did in honour far ſurmount 

1 " Moſt men of his eſtate. | 

I Sore ſicke he was, and like to dye, 

of IP 1 55 his life cond fave: 10 
ns, is wife by him as ſicke did lye, 

on, And both poſſeſt one Fang hag 

bo No love between theſe two was loſt, 
„Fach was to, other kinde, 1 
der In love they liv'd, in love they dyed, "mY 
1 to And left two babes behinde: 
INC, , | 

2 The one a fine and pretty boy, 
1 n Not paſſing three years olde; N 
y 4 ASE | 12 11 
jel The other a girl more young than he, Es 

the And fram'd in beautyes molde; 1 
lung The father left his little ſon, n, O 
oy wo plainly doth appeare, Az . 
140 hen he to perfect age ſhould come, 
quill | 


Three hundred poundes a yeare, 
You, III. gs 
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And to his little daughter Jane 1 
_ Five hundred poundes in gold, * 25 
To be paid downe on marriage - day, 
Which might not be controlld; 
But if the children chance to dye, 
Ere they to age ſhould come, 3 
Their uncle ſhould poſſeſſe their wealth 
| * os n ET 


Now, ha fad the dying man, <A 

Look to my children deare, | > 
Be good unto my boy and girl. ns... of 

No friendes elſe have they here: , 
To God and you I recommend | 

My children deare this daye, "Bs E 
But little while be ſure we have 

Within this world to ſtaye. r 


2 


| Jou muſt be father and mother bork, 
And uncle all in one; 
God knowes what will become of them, 
When I am dead and gone. er 
With that beſpake their other deare, IF 
O brother kinde, quoth . 
. You are the man muſt bring our babes 


| To wealth or miſerie. ATTY wn 1. T 
And if you keep them Te | . 
Then God will you reward; 1 0 
But if you otherwiſe ſhould deal, ar 
„ God will your. deeds regard. * 5875 . Re 


With lippes as cold as any done, ear 
They kiſt their children ſmall· + 
God bleſs you both, my children deare; 51 
Wich that the teares did fall. 
: 7 +I TIFY * nn Thel 


. 14 M1 X 


30 


33 
ho 
* 


-\ 
0 « 
a 1 


AND BALLADS. 147 


Theſe ſpeeches then their brother ſpake, 


To this ſicke couple there, 
The keeping of your children ſinall, | 
Sweet ſiſter, do not feare ; 60 
God never proſper me nor mine, 
Nor aught elſe that I have, 
If I do wrong your children deare, 8 
When you are layd in grave. 


The parents being dead and gone, 65 
The children home he takes, 
And bringes them ſtraite unto his houſe, 
Where much of them he makes. 
He had not kept theſe pretty babes | | 
A twelvemonth and a daye, „ 
But, for their wealth, he did deviſe 
To make them both Wa 


He bargain'd with two ruffians ſtrong, 
Which were of furious mood, 


That they ſhould take theſe children young, 78 
And ſlay them in a Wood: tt: 
And told his wife and all he had, 
He did the children ſend | 
To be brought up in fair London, 
With one that was his friend. 380 


| Away then went theſe pretty babes, 


| Rejoycing at that tide, - | 
Rejoycing with a merry minde, 
They ſhould an cock-hörſe ride: 


H 2 They 
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They prate and prattle-pleaſantly, 5 35 
As they rode on the Wye, 1 | 

To thoſe that ſhould, their butchers be, 

And work their lives decaye. | 


So that the pretty ſpeeche they had, 
Made murthers heart relent; 90 
And they that undertaoke the deed, 
Full fore did now repent. | 
Nd one of them more hard of heart, 
Did vowe to do his charge, | 
Kt the.wretch, that hired him, 95 
Had paid him very large. 


The other won't agree thereto, 

So here they fell ta ſtrife, 
With one another they did fight, 

About the childrens life: 

And he that was of mildeſt mood, 
Did ſlaye the other there, 
Within an unfrequented wood, 

- + While babes did quake for feare, 


- He took the children by the hand,. 1oz 


Teares ſtanding in their eye, 
And bad them ſtraitwaye follow bim, | 
And look they did not crye: 
And two long miles he ledd them on, | 
While they for bread complaine ; renn 
Staye here, quoth he, III bring you ſome, : 
When I come back againg, 2 | 


1 'Thek 
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Theſe pretty babes, with hand in hand, 


55 Went wandering up and downe; | 
But never more could fee the man 115 
Approaching from the town: 
Their prettye lippes with black-berries, 
Were all beſmear'd and dyed, 
And when they ſawe the darkſome night, 
P They ſat them downe and cryed. 120 


Thus wandered theſe two little babes, 

Till death did end their grief, 

In one anothers armes they dyed, 
9 As babes wanting relief: | 

No burial © this' pretty pair 125 
Of any man receives, | ; 

Till Robin-red-breaſt painfully 
Did cover them with leaves. 


And now the heavy wrathe of God 
Upon their uncle fell; Nis! 130 
Yea, fearfull fiends did haunt his houſe, 
His conſcience felt an hell: | 
His barnes were fir'd, his goodes conſum'd, . 
His landes were barren.made, 


4 His cattle dyed within the field, | 135 
And nothing with him ſtayd. | 
And in a voyage to Portugal, 
Two of his ſonnes did dye; 
110 


And to conclude, himſelfe was brought 
To want and miſerye: 140 


Fer. 125. theſe .. babes. P. P: . 


A3 lle 
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He pawn'd and mortgaged all his land 
Ere ſeven yeares came about. 


+a aw at length this wicked act 


\ 


Did by this meanes come out : 


The fellowe, that did take in hand 
Theſe chiidren for to kill, 

Was for a robbery judged to dye, 
Such was Gods bleſſed will; 

Who did confeſs the very truth, 
As here hath been diſplay'd: 


Their uncle having dyed in gaol, 


Where he for debt was layd. * 


* c - 


6-4 * 
- 


| Von that executors * made, a 


And overſeers eke 


Of children that be fatherleſs, 


And infants mild and meek ; 
Take you example by this thing, 
And yield to each his right, 
Leſt God with ſuch like miſerye 
Your wicked minds requite. 


XIX. 
A LOVER OF LATE 
From the Editor's falio Manuſcript. 


Lover of late was I, 
For Cupid would have it ſoe, 
The boye that hath never an eye, 
As everye man doth knowe: 
I fighed and ſobbed, and cryed, alas! 


For her that laught, and call'd me aſs, 


143 
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Then 
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Then knew not I what to doe, 
When IT faw it was all in vaine 
A ladye fo coy to woe, 
Who gave me the aſſe fo plaine: 10 
Yet would I her aſſe freelye bee, 
14; Soe ſhee would helpe and beare with mee. 


An' I were as faire as ſhee, 
Or ſhee were as fond as I, 
What paire cold have made, as wee, 15 
150 So prettye a ſympathye: 
Iwas as fond as ſhee was faire, 
But for all this we could not paire. 


Paire with her that will for mee, 
With her I will never paire; 20 
55 That cunningly can be coy, 
For being a little faire. 
The aſſe P11 leave to her difdaine ; 
And now I am myſelfe againe. | 


60 | DX © KOI 
THE KING AND MILLER OF MANSFIELD. 


It has been a favourite ſubjet with our Engliſh bal- 
lad-makers to repreſent our kings conver ſing, either by 
accident or deſign, with the meaneſt of their ſubjects. O 

(the former hind, befides this ſong of the King and the 
Miller, we have K. Edward IV. and the Tanner; K. 
Henry and the Soldier; K. James I. and the Tinker, &c. 
= the latter fort, are K. Alfred and the Shepherd; K. 

enry VIII. and the Cobler, tc. A few of the w 
of theſe we have admitted into this collection. Both the 
author of the 9 ballad, and others who have 

3 vuritten on the ſame plan, ſeem to have copied a very 
ancient poem, intitlad Jonx Tat Reeve, which is 


H 4 built 
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built on an adventure of the ſame hind, that happened 
between K. Edward Longſbanks, and one of his Recwes 
or e This ts a piece of great antiquity, being 
evritten before the time of Edxward IV. and for its genuine 
humour, diverting incidents, and faithful picture of ruſ. 
tic manners, is infinitely ſuperior to all that have been 
fence written-in imitation of it. The editor has a coy 
in his ancient folio MS. but its length rendered it impri- 
per for this work, it conſiſting of more than 900 line. 
It contains alſo ſome. corruptions, and the editor chuſe; 
to defer its publication in hopes that ſome time or other 
Be ſhall be able to remove them. Oo: Bag 


The. following is printed from the editor's ancient ” 


MS. collated with an ald black-letter copy in the Pep), 


collection, intitled < A pleaſant ballath of K. Henry Il. 


and the Miller of Mansfuld, Ee. 
| R | cx 
PAR THE FIIS r. 10 


| ENRY, our royall king, would ride a hunting | 


5 To the greene foreſt ſo pleaſant and faire; p 
To ſee the harts ſkipping, and dainty does tripping: 
To merry Sherwood his nobles repaire: 


Hawke and hound were unbound, all things prepar'd 5 


For the game, in the ſame, with good regard. 


All a long ſummers day, rode the king pleaſantlye, 
With all his princes and nobles eche one 
Chaſing the hart and hind, and the bucke gallantlye, 


Dill the dark evening enforc'd hem turne home. 10 


Then at laſt, riding faſt, he had loſt quite 
All his lords in the wood, late in the night. 


"Wandering thus wearilye, all alone; up and downe, 
Wich a rude miller he mett at the laſt: 


\ Aſking the ready way unto faire Nottingham; 15 


Sir, quoth the miller, I meane not to jeſt, 
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Yet I thinke, what I thinke, ſooth for to ſay, 
You doe not lightlye goe out of your way. 


Why, what doſt thou think'ofme; quothour kingmerrily,. - 
- Paſſing thy judgment upon me ſo briefe? 20 

Good faith, ſayd the miller, T mean not to flatter thee 3 
I gueſs thee to bee but ſome gentleman thiefe: 

Stand thee backe, in the darke; light not adowne, 

Leſt that I preſentlye cracke thy knaves crowne. 


Thou doſt abuſe me much, quoth the king, ſaying thus ; 
am a gentleman ; lodging doe lacke. 26 

Thou. haſt not, quoth th? miller, one groat in thy purſe; 
All thy inheritance hanges on thy backe. 

I have gold to diſcharge all that I call; 

If it be forty pence, I will pay all. | 30 


If thou beeſt a true man, then quoth the miller, 
3 ſweare by my toll-diſh, I'll lodge thee all night. 
Here's my hand, quoth the king, that was Lever. 

Nay, ſoft, quoth the miller, thou mayſt be a ſprite. 
Better I'll know thee, ere hands we will ſhake; 35 
With none but honeſt men hands will IJ take. 


Thus they went all along unto the millers houſe; 
Where they were ſeething of puddings and ſouſe: 
The miller firſt enter'd in, after him went the king ; ; 
Never came hee in ſoe ſmoakye a houſe. * 
Now, quoth hee, let me ſee here What you are? 
Quoth our king, looke your fill, and doe not ſpare; | 


T like well thy countenance, thbu haſt an honeſt face; 
With my ſon Richard this night thou ſhalt Tye. 
Quoth his wife, by my troth, it is a handſome youth, 45 
Lexi is beſt, huſband, to deal warilye. 
H 5 Art 
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Art thou noe run- away, prythee, youth, tell? 
Shew me thy paſſport, and all ſhal be well. 


Then our king preſentlye, making lowe courteſye, 
With his hatt in his hand, thus he did ſay; 50 
1 have noe paſſport, nor never was ſervitor, 
But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way: 
And for your kindneſs here offered to mee, | 
En 4 wall | requite you in al 42 8 


| Then to the miller his wife whiſper'd n 35 
© Saying, it ſeemeth, this youth's of kin, 
oth by. his apparel, and eke by his manners ; 


To turne him out, certainlye, were a great fin. # 
Yea, quoth hee, you may ſee, he hath ſome grace, 1 
1 he doth ſpeake to his betters in place. 60 1 


weh. quo' the millers wife, young man, y'ere welcome 

And, though I fay it, well lodged ſhall bee: There; 1! 

Freſh firaw will T have, laid on thy bed fo brave, ; 

_ Good brown ſheetes hempen likewife, quoth ſhee. 
Aye, quoth the good man; and when that is done, 6; 

Thou ſhalt lye with no worſe, than our own ſonne. ] 


Nay, firſt, .quoth Richard, good-fellowe, tell me true? 
Haſt thou noe creepers within thy gay hofe ? 

Or art thou not troubled with the fcabbado ? 

I pray, queth the king, what creatures are thoſe ? 70 

Art thou not lowſy, nor ſcabby, quoth hee? 

If thou beeſt, ſurely thou lyeſt not with mee. 


This caus'd the king, ſuddenlye, to laugh moſt heartilye, 
Till the teares trickled faſt downe from his eyes. 
be > Then to their ſupper were they ſet orderlye, = 
Wich hot bag-puddings, and good apple-pyes ; 
* N A | Nappy 
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Nappy ale, good and ftale, in a browne bowle, 


— did about the board merrilye trowle. 


Here, quoth the miller, good fellowe, TH drinke to thee, 


And to all © cuckolds, wherever they bee. Bo 
1pledge thee, quoth our king, and thanke thee heartily, 
For my good welcome in everye degree. 
And here, in like manner, I drinke to thy ſonne: 
Do then, quoth Richard, and quicke let it come. 


Wife, quoth the miller, fetch me forth PI 85 
That we of his ſweetneſſe a little may taſte; 

A faire ven'ſon paſtye brought ſhe out preſentlye; 
Eate, quoth the miller, but, fir, make no waſte. 


Here's dainty lightfoote, in faith, ſayd the king, 


I 1785 before eate ſo e a thing. 9 


I wis, quoth Richard, no daintye at all i it Is, 1 
For we doe eate of it everye day. 
In what place, ſayd our king, may be bou ght li like to this? 
We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay : 
From merry Sherweod we fetch it home here; 95 
Now and then we make bold with our kings deer. 


Then I thinke, ſayd our king, that it is veniſon. 
Eche fool, quoth Richard, full well may know that: 
Never are wee without two or three in the roof, 
Very well fleſhed, and excellent fat: 100 
But, prythee, ſay nothing wherever thou goe ; ; 
We wold not, fos two 4 e the ada ſhould it knowe. 


* bo counnall, that courteous N MS. * P. 
| Doubt 
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Doubt not, then ſayd the king, my promiſt ſecreſye; 
Ibe king ſhall never know more on't for mee. 
A cupp of lambs wool they dranke unto him en, " 


F 


And to their bedds they paſt preſentlie. 


The nobles, next morning, went all up and down, 


For to ſeeke out the Lk in; exerye towne. 


At laſt, at the millers * cott, tone they eſpy d him out, 


As he was mounting upon his faire ſteede; 


140 


To whom they came preſently, falling down on their 
Which made the millers heart n _ 
Shaking. and quaking, before him he ſtood, 


Thinking he ould have been hang d, by che — 


32 The king perceiving him fearfully crembling, 


Drew forth his ſword, but nothing he ſed: 


The miller downe did fall; crying before them all, 


Doubting the king would have cut off his head: ; 
But he his kind 5 for to requite, | 


Gave him great living, and dubb'd him a knight. 


n 1 SzconD, | 
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I dur * a ee 
And with his nobles at Weſtminſter lay; [ham 
Nee the ſports! and paſtimes they had taken, 


In this late progreſs along on the way 


Of them all, great and ſmall, he did n "I. ny 


The miller of Mansfield liked him beft.. 


Rien ie val 21 


Againſt St. Georges next ſumptuous feaſt, 
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PA now, — . quoth he &ing,-T a Jevermind 


That this old miller, our new confirmed knight, 


With his ſon Richard, ſhal here be my gueſt: 
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For in this merryment, tis my deſire | 
To talke with the jolly knight, and the young (caive. 


Whenas the noble lords ſaw the kinges pleaſantneſs, 
They were right joyfull and glad in their hearts; 
A purſuivant there was ſent ſtraight on the buſineſs, 15 
The which had often- times been in thoſe parts. 
When he came to the place, where they did dwell, 

His meſſage orderlye then San he tell. 


God ſave your. worſhippe, then, ſaid the aeg. | 
And grant your ladye her one hearts deſire; 20 

And to your ſonne Richard good fortune and happineſs; 
That ſweet, gentle, and gallant young ſquire. 

Our king greets you well, and thus he doth ſay, 

You mult come to the court on St. Georges day: 


Therefore, in any caſe, faile not to be in place. 25 
I wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd jeſt + 

What ſhould we doe there? faith, Tani balle afraid. 
I doubt, quoth Richard, to be hang'd at the leaſt. 

Nay, quoth the meſſenger, you doe miſtake; 

Our king he provides a great feaſt for your fake. 30 


Then ſayd the miller, by my troth, meſſſer enger, bog 
Thou haft contented my worſhippe*full well. 5 
Hold here are three farthings, to quite thy wer OY 
For theſe happy tydings, which thou doſt tell. 
Let me ſee, hear thou mee; tell to our king, 35 
yan. in everye thing. 


The purſuivant ſmiled at their fi implicitye, 0 
And, making many leggs, tooke their reward ; 
And taking then his leave with great humilitye, 


To the kings court againe he againe he repair d; 40 
Shewing 
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Shewing unto his grace, merry and free, 
The knightes moſt liberall gift and bountie. 


When' he was gone away, thus gan the miller ſay, 
Hlere come expences and charges indeed; 
No muſt we needs be brave, tho we ſpend all we have; 
For of new garments we have great need: 46 
Of horſes and ferving-men we muſt have ſtore, 
With bridles and ſaddles, and twentye things more. 


Tuſhe, fir John, quoth his wife, never here frett nor 
= You ſhall ne er be att no charges for mee, [frowne ; 
For I will turne and trim up my old ruſſet gowne, 51 

With everye thing ele as fine as may bee; 

And on our mill-horſes ſwift we will ride, 
With pillowes and pannells as we ſhall provide. 


In this moſt ſtatelye ſort, rode they unto the court, 5; 

© Their jolly ſonne Richard rode foremoſt of all; 

Who ſet up by good hap, a cocks feather in his cap, 
And fo they jetted downe to the kings hall; 

The merry old miller with hands on his fide; 

His wife, like maid Marian, did mince at that tide. 69 


The king and his nobles that heard of their coming, 
Meeting this gallant knight with his brave traine; 

Welcome, fir knight, quoth he, with your gay lady: 
Good fir John Cockle, once welcome againe: 

And ſo is the ſquire of courage ſo free. 65 

Quoth Dicke, abots on you; doe you know mee? 


Quoth our king gentlye, how ſhould I forget thee ? 
That waſt my owne bed-fellow, well it I wot. 

Yea, fir, quoth Richard, and by the ſame token, 

Thou with thy farting didſt make the bed hot. 70 


Thou 
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Thou whore-ſon unhappy knave, then quoth the knight, 
Speake ul to our king, or elſe go ſhite. 


The king and his courtiers hugh at this heartily, 
While the king taketh them both by the hand ; 
With ladyes and their maids, like to the queen of ſpades, . 
The millers wife did foe orderly ſtand, 76 
A milk-maids courteſye at every word; | | 
And downe the folkes were ſet to the board: 


Where the king royally, in princelye majeſtye, 
Sate at his dinner with joy and delight : 80 
When they had eaten well, then he to jeſting fell, 
Taking a bowle of wine, dranke to the knight: 
Heies to you both, in wine, ale and beer; 
Thanking you heartilye for my good cheer. 


Quoth fir John Cockle, TIl pledge you a pottle, 85 
Mere it the beſt ale in Nottinghamſhire : ; 
But then ſaid our king, now I think of a thing; 

Some of your lightfoote I would we had here. 
Ho! ho! quoth Richard, full well I may fay it, 
Tis knavery to eate it, and then to betray it. 90 


Why art thou angry? quoth our king merrilye; 
In faith, I take it very unkind : [heartily 
I thought thou- wouldſt pledge me in ale and wine 
Quoth Dicke, you are like to ſtay till I have din'd: 
You feed us with twatling diſhes ſoe ſmall; 95 
Zounds, a blacke-pudding is better than all. | 


Aye, marry; quoth-our king, that were a daintye thing, 
Could a man get but one here for to cate. 
With that Dicke ſtraite aroſe, and pluckt one forth his 


Which with heat of his breech b to ſweate. hoſe, 
The 
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The king made a proffer to ſnatch ĩt away: — 101 
Tis meat for your maſter: good ſir, you muſt ſtay. 


Thus in great merriment, was the time wholly fpent ; 
And then the ladyes prepared: to dance: | . 

Old fir John Cockle, and Richard, incontinent 105 

VOnto their ꝓaces the king did advance: 

Here with the ladyes ſuch ſport they did make, 

The nobles with laughing did make their ſides ake. 


Many thankes for their paines did the king give them, 

Axing young Richard, if he would wed; 110 

Among theſe ladyes free, tell me which liketh thee ? 
Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, with the red head: 

She's my love, ſhe's my life, her will T wed ; / 

She hath ſworn I ſhall have her maidenhead. 


Then fir John Cockle the king call'd unto him, 11; 

And of merry Sherwood made him o'er-ſeer ; 

And gave him out of hand three hundred pound yearlye; 
Now take heede you ſteale no more of my deer: 

And once a quarter let's here have your view; 


And now, fir John Cockle, T bid you adieu. 120 
K. iin XXI. r 29 
By bas ni ate: 3... . hy 1 N A 
Tn” UUECTINSA 
be ſong of Durcina is quoted as wery popular in 
Walton's compleat angler, chap. 2. It is more ancient 
than the ſong of RoB1n-c00D-rELLOw, . 169. which 
Je ig ſuppeſed to have been written by Ben Jonſon. 
| Given from two ancient copies, one in black-print, in 
the Pepys collection; the other in the etlitor's folio MS. 
= fourth flanza is not found in MS. and ſeems redun- 
at. | 
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10 8 at noone Dulcina reſted 

In her ſweete and ſhady bower, 

Came a ſhepherd, and requeſted 
In her lappe to ſleep an hour: 

But from her lIooke a wounde he tooke 5 
So deepe that for a further boone 

The nymphe he prayes: whereto ſhe ſayes, 
Foregoe me now, come to me ſoone. 


But in vayne ſhee did conjure him 
To depart her preſence ſoe, 10 


Having a thouſand tongues to allure him, 


And but one to bid him goe : 


. Where lippes invite, and eyes delight, 


And cheekes, as freſh-as roſe in june, 


Perſuade delay, what boots to ſay, rs 


Foregoe me now, come to me ſoone. 


He demands, what time for pleaſure 


Can there be more fit than now? 


She ſayes, night gives love that leiſure, 


Which the day doth not allow. | 20 


He ſayes, the fight © improves. delight: 


© Which ſhee denies ; z nights mirkie noone | 
In Venus' playes makes bold, ſhe ſayes; 
Foregoe me now, come to mee ſoone. 


But what promiſe or profeſſion Sn 25 


From his hands could purchaſe ſcope? 
Who would ſell the ſweet poſſeſſion 
Of ſuch beautye for a hope? 

Or for the ſight of lingering night 
Forego the preſent joyes of noone ? 30 
Though ne'er ſo faire her ſpeeches were, 


* dregge me now, come to me ſoone. 
ö How, 
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How, at laft, agreed theſe lovers? 
Shee was fayre and he was young : 

The tongue may tell what th' eye diſcovers; 33 
Joyes unſeene are never ſung. 

Did ſhee conſent, or he relent ; 
Accepts hee night, or grants ſhee noone ; 

Left he her mayd, or not; ſhe ſayd 

Foregoe me now, come to me ſoone. 40 


| XXII. 
THE WANDERING PRINCE OF TROY. 
| 5 


This excellent old ballad, which perhaps ought to have 
been placed earlier in the volume, is given from the edi- 
.tor's folio MS. collated awith two ferent printed copies, 
*both in black letter in the Pepys cellefion. 
be reader will ſmile to obſerve with what natural and 
affeting ſimplicity, our ancient ballad-maker has engraft- 
ed a Gathic concluſion on the claſſic flory of Virgil, fron 
whom however, it is probable he had it not. Nor can it bt 
denied, but he has dealt out his poetical juſtice with a 
more impartial hand, than that celebrated poet. 


HEN Troy towne had, for ten yeares * paſt) 
Withſtood the Greeks in manful wiſe, 
Then did their foes increaſe ſo faſt, | 
That to reſiſt nought could ſuffice : | 
. Walt lye thoſe walls, that were ſoe good. «5 
And corn now grows where Trey towne ſtood. 


i b | 
Eneas, wandering prince of Troy, 
When he for land long time had ſought, 
At length arriving with great joy, 
N To mighty Carthage walls was brought; 10 
. 255 : Wöbere 
T3 Vier. 1, 21. war. MS and PP. 


2 


* 


35 


10 
here 


" AND BALLADS. 


Where Dido queen, with ſumptuous feaſt, 


Did entertaine this — gueſt. 


And as in hall at meate they ſate, 
The queen deſirous newes to hear, 
« Says, of thy Troys unhappy fate 
Declare to me thou Trojan dear : 
The heavy hap and chance ſo bad, 


Which thou poore wandering prince haſt had, 


And then anon- this comely knight, 
With words demure, as he could well, 
Of their unhappy ten yeares fight', 
So true a tale began to tell, 
With words ſo ſweet, and fighs ſo deepe, 
That oft he made them all to weepe. 


And then a thouſand ſighes he fet, 


And everye ſighe brought teares amaine, 
That where he ſate the place was wet, 


As though he had ſeene thoſe warrs againe; 


Soe that the queene, with ruth' therefore, 
Sayd, worthye prince, enough, no more. 


And now the darkſome night drew on, 
And twinkling ſtarres the ſæye beſpred, 
When he his dolefull tale had done, 
And everye one was laid in bed ; 
Where they full-ſweetlye took their reſt, 
dave only Dido's boyling breaſt. 


This ſeely woman never ſlept, 
But in her chamber all alone, 
As one unhappy, alwaies wept, 


And to the walls ſhee made her mone g 
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That thee ſhould fo defire in vaine 
The thing, that ſhee could neer obtaine. 


And thus in griefe ſhee ſpent the night, 
Till twinkling ſtarres the ſkye were fled, 
And Phebus with his gliſtering light, x 45 
Through miſty cloudes appeared red ; 
Then tidings came to her anon, 
How that the Trojan ſhipps were gone. 


And then the queene againſt her life | 
Did arme her heart as hard as ſtone, 50 
Vet, ere ſhe bared the bloody knife, 
In woefull wiſe ſhee- made her mone, | 
And rolling on her carefull bed, k 
Wich fighes and obs, theſe words ſhee fed : 


O O wretched 1 quoth ſhee, * 5 
I ſee thy end approacheth neare; 

For he is fled away from thee, 
Whom thou didſt love and hold fo deare 

What is he gone, and paſſed'bye ? 


O heart, prepare thyſelf to dye. 60 


In vaine thou pleadſt T ſhould forbeare, 
And ſtay my hand from bloody ftroke ; 
Thee, treacherous heart, I muſt not ſpare, 
Which fettered-me in Cupids yoke. 
Come death, quoth ſhee, reſolve my ſmart : 65 
And with thoſe words ſhe pierc'd her heart. 


. When death had pierc'd the tender heart 
Of Dido Carthaginian queene ? 
Whoſe bloody knife did end the ſmart, 
Which ſhee ſuſtain'd in mournfull teene; 70 
18. 1 AE neas 
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Eneas being ſhipt and gone, 1 
Whoſe flattery cauſed all her mone; 


Her funerall moſt coſtly made, 8 
And all things finiſht mournfullye 
Her bodye fine in mold was laid, 75 
Where it conſumed ſpeedilye: | 
Her ſiſters teares her tombe beſtrew'd : E 
Her ſubjects griefe their kindneſſe ſhew'd. . 


Then was Eneas in an ile | ; 
In Grecia, where he ſtay'd long ſpace, 80 
Whereatt her ſiſter in ſhort while, | 
Writt to him to his vile diſgrace z 
In ſpeeches bitter to his minde, 
Shee told him plaine, hee was unkinde: 


Falſe-hearted wretch, quoth ſhee, thou art, 88 
And traĩterouſlye thou haſt betraid 
Unto thy lure a gentle heaff, | 
Which unto thee much welcome made; 
My ſiſter deare, and Carthage joy, b N 
Whoſe folly bred her dere anno. 90 


Yet on her death-bed when ſhee laye, 2 ' 1764 
She prayed for. thy proſperitye, 5 
Beſeeching god that every day 
Might breed thee great n 
Thus by thy meanes I loſt a friend ; © | | 93 
Heaven ſend thee ſuch untimely end. 0191 


When be theſe lines, full*fraught with gall, 
Peruſed had, and weighed" them right, 
His lofty courage gan to fall; 


And _— appeared in his fight: 106 
Queene 
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-Queene Dido's ghoſt, both grim and pale; --. a 
Which made this valliant ſouldiec quail. WI 


ZEneas, quoth this ghaſtly ghoſt, | 
My whole delight while I did live, 


Thee of all men I loved moſt ; 08 a 
To thee my fancye I did give; 5 
And for the welcome I thee gave, Hi 
Unthankfullye thou didſt me grave. 8 An 
Therefore prepare thy fleeting ſoule i 
To wander with me in the ayre; 110 
© Where deadlye griefe ſhall make it howle, | A 
Becauſe of me thou tookſt no care: | 
Delay not time, thy glaſſe is run, F 3 
Thy date is paſt, thy death is come. W 
O Oſtay a while, thou lovelye ſpright, 11 Wold 
©" Yo not ſo haſty to r hob 
My ſoule into eternal night, EO * 
Where it ſhall ne' er behold bright day. for 
O doe nor frown, thy angry looke | 
Kath all my ſoule with horror ſbooke. 126 NW 
: va 
But, woe is me! all is in vaine,. — A 
And bootleſſe i is my diſmall cryez _ ___. buy 
Time will not be recall'd againe, 7 
Nor thou ſureeaſe before I dye. Y wy 
Het me live, and make amends _ 129 * 
o ſome of thy moſt. deareſt friends. $11) bn! m2 75-4 hn 


But ing thou obdurate art, W 
And wilt no pitye on me ſhowe, 

| Becauſe from thee I did depart, . 
Aud left unpaid what I did owe : 1 130 


Sete: 1 7 | Imuſt 
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[ muſt content myſelf, to take T 
What lott to me thou wilt partake. 7 


And thus, as one being in a trance, 
A multitude/of uglye fiends . 
About this woefull prince did dance; 135 
He had no helpe of any friends: | 
His body then they tooke away, 


And no man knew his dying day. 
XXIII. 
 _-THEWITCHES SONG. 


— From Ben Jenſen s Maſque of Queens, webs * 
Whitehall, Feb. 2, 1609. 


The editor thought it . on bim I inſert ſome 
old pieces on the popular ſuperſtition concerning witches, 
7 oblins, fairies, and ghoſts. The lajt of theſe make 

appearance in moſt o of the tragical ballads ; and in 
te following ſongs will fend} ſome deſcription of the 
or mer. 

It is true, this ſong * the Witches, falling from the 
learned pen of Ben J * is rather an extrad from the 
various e Key of claſſic antiquity, than a diſplay 
of the opinions of our own wulgar. But let it be re” 
el,” that a' parcel of learned wiſeacres had juft before 
bufied themſelves on this ſubiect, with our Britiſh Solomon 
James I. at their bead: and theſe had ſo ranſacked all 
writers ancient and modern, and ſo blended and kneaded 
together the ſeveral Jager firions of different times and 
nations, that thoſe of genuine liſh growth could no 
longer be traced out and diſti 1 , re 

2 ood luck the afl fe elief of fairies and goblins 

rniſh no pretences for 'torturi \ fellow-crea- 
kh and therefore we bave this ale dun to us pure 


and n 


* - 1 Y © »1 : 
- # |. IE * * 2 # „ * 5 * / 


t Wirren. 


3 
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| I Wirren. in * 
| Have been all day looking after T 
A raven feeding upon a quarter; T 
And ſoone as ſhe turn d her beak to the ſouth, 1 
1 ſnarch'd this morſell out of her . | A 
4 2 Mirren. bin! 
I have deen gathering wolves haires, 5 
The mad dogges foame, and adders eares; H 
The ſpurging of a deadmans eyes N 
And all fince the evening ftarre did riſe. A 
- 3 Wire. 
T laft night lay all alone 1. 
O the ground, to hear the mandrake/grone; 10 p. 
And pluckt him up, though he grew full low: Y, 
And, as I had done, the cocke . 1 - 7 


4 Wire „8 Th L 
And, I ha' beene chuſing out this ſcull, oaks 


From charnell houſes hi were full; ere 2 

From, private grots, and publike, pi: ans 8: WY 

And frighted a ſexton out of his wits... 11 
s Wren. 

\Under a cradle I did creepe, 8 

By day; and; when the childe was TOY {do . 


At night, I ſuck d the breath; and roſe, 


And Bartel the nodding. nurſe; by the noſe, 10820 | 
0 Wremen . 
I bed a a what did I with that? i 
—_ an infant to. have r 
A piper it got, at a church-ale 
1 Bae im apa gw wing "EVE 
Wy bn will % £ Wrcn. lon ve en ee 


ar; vonder, was hung i ebeinet ; N. 25 
The funne aud the wind bad ſhiunke his veines. 
I bit off a ſinew ; I clipp'd his haire; 
| 1 428 off his ragges, that danc d 7the ayre. 
8 WITCH, 


H, 


— 
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| 8 Wircn. 5 

The ſcrich-owles egges, and the feathers blacke, 
The bloud of the frogge, and the bone in his backe, 
I have been getting ; and made of his ſkin 31 


A purſet, to keepe fir Cranion in. 


9 Wirren. 
And I ha' beene plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adders-tongue, 
Night-ſhade, moone-wort, libbards- bane ; 38 
And twiſe by the dogges was like to be tane. 
i 10 Wircn. ; 
from the jawes of a gardiner's bitch 
Did ſnatch theſe bones, and then leap'd the ditch : 
Yet went I back to the houſe againe, 
Kill'd the blacke cat, and here is the brain, 40 
| 11 WiTca, | 
I went to the toad, breedes under the wall, 
I charmed him out, and he came at my call ; 
I ſcratch'd out the eyes of the owle before, 
| tore the batts wing: what would you have more? 
1 WIS AME, 

Yes: I have brought, to helpe your vows, 45 
Horned poppie, cypreſſe boughes, : 
The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes, 
And juice, that from the larch-tree comes, 

The baſfiliſkes bloud, and the vipers ſkin : 

And, now, our orgies let's begin. 50 


ROBIN GOOD-FELLOW, 


alias PuUCKkE, alias HoBGoBLiN, in the creed 
ancient ſuperſtition, was a kind of merry ſprite, 


boſe character and atchievements are recorded in this 


Vox, III. 1 ballad, 
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ballad, and in theſe well-known lines of Milian: 
L' Allegro, which the antiquarian Peck ſuppoſes to be 
owing to it; 3 

&* Tells how the drudging GoB Lin favet 

« To earn his cream-bowle duly ſet ; 

« When in one night, ere glimpſe of morne, 

&« His ſbadowy flail hath tbreſb d the corn 

« That ten day-labourers could not end ; 

&« Then lies him down the lubbar fiend, 

And firetch'd out all the chimneys length, 

« Baſs at the fire his hairy firength, 

« And crop-full out of doors he Fings, 

Ere the firſt cock his matins rings.” 

The reader will obſerve that our fimple anceflors hal 
reduced all theſe whimfies to a kind of ſyſtem, as regular, 
and perhaps more conſiſtent, than many parts of claſi 
mythology : a proof of the extenſive influence and va 
antiquity of theſe ſuperſtitions. Mankind, and eſpecial) 
| the common people, could not every where have been | 
unanimouſly agreed concerning theſe arbitrary notions, i 
they had not prevailed among them for many ages. In 
deed, a learned friend in Wales, aſſures the editor, that 
the exiſtence of Fairies and Goblins is alluded to by the 
molt ancient Britiſh Bards, who mention them undi 
various names, one of the moſt common of which fignife;, 


« The ſpirits of the mountains.” See alſ6 Preface to Jong 
This ſang (which Peck attributes ta Ben Jonſon, th 


it is not found among bis works) is given from an anci- 
ent black letter copy in the Britiſh Muſeum. It ſeems! 
| have been originally intended for ſome Maſque. 


ROM Oberon, in fairye land, | 
The king of ghoſts and ſhadowes there, 
Mad Robin I, at his command, 
Am ſent to viewe the night-ſports here. 
What revell rout 
Is kept about, 


In every corner where I go, | 
IVI 


AND BALLADS yr 


s I will o'erſee, 10 
be And merry hoe, 
And make good ſport, with ho, ho, ho! re 


More ſwift than lightening can I flye 
About this aery welkin ſoone, 
And, in a minutes ſpace, deſcrye 
Each thing that's done belowe the moone, 
There's not a hag 15 
Or ghoſt ſhall wag, 
Or cry, ware Goblins! where I go ; 
But Robin I 
Their feates will ſpy, 
And ſend them home, with ho, ho, ho! 20 


Whene'er ſuch wanderers I meete, 
As from their night-ſports they trudge home; 
With counterfeiting voice I greete 
And call them on, with me to roame 
Thro' woods, thro' lakes, 28 
Thro' bogs, thro' brakes ; | 
Or elſe, unſeene, with them 1 go, 
All in the nicke, 
To play ſome tricke, 
And frolicke it, with ho, ho, ho! 39 


Sometimes I meete them like a man; 
Sometimes an ox; ſometimes a hound ; 
And to a horſe I turn me can; 
To trip and trot about them round. 


But if, to ride, 8 35 
My back they ſtride, 
More ſwift than wind away I go, 


10 12 Ore 
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Ore hedge and lands, 
Thro' pools and ponds, | 
I whirry, laughing, ho, ho, ho! 


When lads and laſſes merry be, 
With poſſets and with juncates fine f 
Unſeene of all the company, 
I eat their cakes and ſip their wine; 
And, to make ſport, | ; 
I fart and ſnort; | 
And out the candles I do blow. 
The maids I kiſs ; : 
They ſhrieke—Who's this? 
I anſwer nought, but ho, ho, ho! 


Yet now and then, the maids to pleaſe, 
At midnight I card up their wool! ; 
And while they ſleepe, and take their eaſe, 


tuo. 


With wheel to threads their flax I pull. 


I grind at mill 
Their malt up ftill ; 

I dreſs their hemp, I ſpin their t tow. 
If any wake, 
And would me take, 

I wend me, laughing, ho, ho, ho! 


When houſe or harth doth fluttiſh lye, 
I pinch the maidens black and blue; 
The bed-clothes from the bed pull I, 
And lay them naked all to view. 
*T wixt ſleepe and wake, 
I do them take, 
And on the key- cold floor them throw. 


1 


* 


45 


50 


65 


If 


5 


0 


53 


65 


If 


Who from their foldes and houſes, get 
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If out they cry, 
Then forth I fly, 


And loudly laugh out, ho, ho, ho! 70 


When any need to borrowe ought ; 
We lend them what they do require ; 
And for the uſe demand we nought ; 
Our owne is all we do deſire. 11 5 
If to repay, | Rev 75 
They do delay, | 
Abroad amongſt them then I go, 
And night by night, 
I them affright 
With pinchings, dreames, and ho, ho, ho! 80 


When lazie queans have nought to do, 
But ſtudy how to cog and lye ; 
To make debate and miſchief too, 
Twixt one another ſecretlye : 
I marke their gloze, | 85 
And it diſcloſe, 
To them whom they have wronged ſo: 
When I have done, 


I get me gone, 
And leave them ſcolding, ho, ho, ho! 90 


When men do traps and engins ſet 
In loop- holes, where the vermine creepe, 


Their duckes and geeſe, and lambes aſleep : 

I ſpy the gin, | 95 
And enter in, 

And ſeeme a vermine taken fo. 
But when they there 
Approach me neare, 

I leap out laughing, ho, ho, ho! 

N 


By wells and rills, in meadowes greene, 
We nightly dance our hey-day guiſe; 
And to our fairye king, and queen, 
WMWWe chant our moon-light harmonies, 
When larks gin ſing, | 105 
Away we fling; 3. 
And babes new-borne ſteal as we go, 
: An elfe in bed 4 8 
We leave inſtead, 
And wend us laughing, ho, ho, ho ! 110 


From hag-bred Merlins time have 
Tubus nightly revell'd to and fro; | 
And for my pranks men call me by 
The name of Robin Good-fellow. 
Fiends, ghoſts, and ſprites, 115 
Who haunt the nightes, 
The hags and goblins do me know ; 


And beldames old | a 
_ My feates have told, 5 
So Vale, Vale ; ho, ho, ho! 120 
1 


THE FAIRY QUEEN. 
Ne e Jute 4 ſhort diſplay of the popular belief con- 


cerning Fairies. It will afford entertainment to 4 
contemplative mind to trace theſe whimfical opinions up 
to their origin. Whoever canſiders, how early, how ex- 
tenfively, and how uniformly they have prevailed in theſe 
nations, will nat readily aſſent ta the hypotheſis of thoſe, 
who fetch them from the eaſt ſo late as the time of the 
Croiſades. Whereas it is well known that our Saxon 
anceſtors long before they left their German foreſts, be- 
lieved the exiflence of a kind of diminutive demons, * 
«ff | 


midali 
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middle ſpecies between men and ſpirits, nh they call- 
ed DUERGAR or wir lon and to whom they attributed 
many wonder ful per formances, ＋ ar exceeding human art. 

Vid. — Saga Olaj Verelj. 1675. Hickes Theſaur, 

Ce. 


n 


5 OME, follow, ai es, 


Ye, fairye elves that bee : 
Come follow Mab your queene, 
And trip it o'er the greene : | 
Hand in hand, we'll dance around, 5 
Becauſe this place is fairye ground. 


When mortals are at reſt, 
And ſnoring in their neſt ; 
Unheard, and un-efpy'd, 
Through key-holes we do glide ; 10 
Over tables, ſtooles, and ſhelves, | 
We trip it with our fairye elves. 


And, if the houſe be foull 

With platter, diſh or bowl, 

0 . Up ſtaires we nimbly creep, | 15 
And find the ſluts aſleep: 

Then we pinch their armes and thighes : 

None us heares, nor none us ſpies. 


E But if the houſe be fwept, 
- And from uncleannefs kept, 20 
up We praiſe the houſhold maid, 

*. And duely ſhe is paid: 

ſe Every night before we goe, 

0 We drop a teſter in her ſhoe. 


* Then o'er trons head * $3.58 
or Our table-cloth we ſpread ; ; 
ll 14 * 
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A grain of rye, or wheat, 
The diet that we eat; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink 
In acorn cups filPd to the brink. | 30 


The braines of nightingales, 
With unctuous fat of ſnailes, 
Between two cockles ſtew'd, 
Is meat that's eaſily chew'd ; 4 

Braines of wormes, and marrow of mice 35 
Do make a diſh that's wonderous nice. 


The graſhopper, gnat and fly, 

Serve for our miniſtrelſy, 

Grace faid, we dance a while, 
And ſo the time beguile: _ 40 
And if the moon doth hide her head, 

The glow-worm lightes us home to bed. 


O'er tops of dewy grafle 
So nimbly we do paſſe, - . 
The young and tender ſtalk + 4% 
Ne'er bends where we do walk : 

Yet in the morning may be ſeene 

Where we the night before have beene. 


XXVI. 
THE FAIRIES FAREWELL. 


This humourous old ſong Fe. from the hand of the face- 

tieus bilbop Corbet (proba 

from the third edition of his poems, Lond. 1672. 1 2m. 

It is there called, A proper new Ballad, intituled, 

De Fairies Farewell, or Gad-a-mercy Will, to be ſung 
15 of 


—_ 


ly in his youth) and is printed 


10 
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« or evhi/tled to the tune of the Meadowes brown, by the 


« learned: by the unlearned, to the tune of Fortune.” 
The departure of Fairies is here attributed to the abo- 
30 Lion of monkery : Chaucer has, with equal humour, af- 
figned a cauſe the very reverſe. | 


In the old days of king Artour . 
&« (Of which the Britons ſpeken grete honour) 
« All was thts lond fulfilled of fayry ; ms 
« The elf-quene, with her jolly company 
« Daunſed full oft in many a grene mede. 

33 « This was an old opinion as I rede: 
« [ ſpeke of many hundred yere agoe : 
« But now can no man ſee no elfes moe : 
« For now the grete charite, and prayeres 

« Of Limitours, and other js dee 

hat ſerchen every lond, and every ſtreme, 

As thick as motes in the ſunne beme, 

40 .* Bleſſing halles, chambers, kitchins, and bowpres, 
Cities, borowes, caſtelles, and hie toures, 
« Thropes, and bernes, ſhepens, and dairies, 
* This maketh that there ben now no fairies : 
For there as wont to walken was an elfe, 
* There walketh now the Limitour himſelſe, 
In undermeles and in morrownynges, 

45 And ſaieth his mattins and his holie thinges, 
As he goeth in his limitacioune. | 
« Wymen may now go ſafely up and doune, 
In every buſh, and under every tree, 
« There is none other incubus but he : 
„% And he ne will don hem no diſbonour.” 


Wife of Bath's Tale. 


Dr. Richard Corbet, having been biſhop of Oxford about 
three years, and after wards as long Bp. of Norwich, died 
in 1635, tat. 52. 


Arewell rewards and faities ! 
Good houſewives now may ſay: 
For now foul ſluts in dairies, 

Do fare as well as they : 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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2 | And though they ſweep their hearths no ies 
Ilhan maids were wont to doe, 
_ ©» Yet who of late for cleanlineſs 


Finds fix-pence in her ſhoe? 


Lament, lament old abbies, 
The fairies laſt command; © 
They did but change prieſts babies, 
But ſome have chang'd your land : 


And all your children ftoln from thence == 


Are now grown Puritans, 
Who live-as changelings ever ſince, 
For love of your demains. * 


At morning and at evening both 
You merry were and glad, 


So little care of ſleep and ſloth, 


4:1 


Theſe pretty ladies had. 


When Tom came home * labour, 


Or Ciſs to milking roſe, 


Then merrily went their dur, 


And nimbly went their toes. 


Witneſs thoſe rings and round-delayes 


Of theirs, which yet remain; 


Were footed in queene Maries dayes 


On many a graſſy plain. 
But fince of late Elizabeth 


And later James came in; 


They never danc'd on any heath, 


As when the time hath bin. 


By which we note the fairies 
Were of the old profeſſion : ' 
Their ſongs were Ave Maries, 


_., Their dances were proceſſion. 


15 


20 


Fd 


But 


15 


40 


25 


But 
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Zut now, alas! they all are dead, 
Or gone beyond the ſeas, i 
Or further for religion fled, 
Or elſe they take their eaſe. 


A tell-tale in their company 
They never could endure: 

And whoſo kept not ſecretly ' 
Their mirth, was puniſh'd ſure: 


It was a juſt and chriſtian deed 


To pinch ſuch black and blue: 
O how the common-wealth doth need 
Such juſtices, as you 


Now they have left our quarters ; 
A regiſter they have, 

Who can preſerve their charters; 
A man both wiſe and grave. 

An hundred of their merry pranks 
By one that I could name g 
Are kept in ſtore, con twenty thanks 

To William for the ſame. 


"To William Churne of Staffordſhire 


Give laud and praiſes due, 
Who every meal can mend your cheare 
With tales both old and true: 


To William all give audience, 


And pray you for his noddle: 
For all the fairies evidence 
Were loſt, 171 it were addle. 


179 


50 


35 
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$6 ; 
THE BIRTH OF sr. GEORGE. 
She tacidhats is this; and the ether: balled of Sr. 


GeorGE AnD THE DRAGON, ere chiefly taken from 
the old flory-book of the Seven Champions of Chriſtendome ; 
cobich, the now. the play-thing af children, was once in 
Sigh repute. Bp. Hall in his ſatires, publiſhed in 1 597, 
ranks 
St. George's ſorell, and his croſs of blood,” 
among the moſt popular fleries of his time: nor did Spen- 
fer bimſelf diſdaim to borrow hints from it, as an ingeni- 
eus critic has lately ſhewn. See Mr. Warton's new edit. 
f his Obſervations. 
The author of this romance was ane Richard Johnſon, 
' who lived in the reigns of Elizabeth and James, as we 
collect from bis other publications vis. The nine 
wworthies of London: 1592. 40. The pleaſant walks 
of Moor -fields : 1607. 4to.—** A crown garland of Goul- 
en Roſes, gathered, fc. 161 2. Bug.—** The life and 
Aeatb e RY Cecill, E. of Saliſbury : 1612. 4to.—*< The 
bift. of Tom of Lincoln, 4to.” is alſo by R. J. who likewiſe 
reprinted ** Don Flores of Greece, 4to.” 
The Seven Champions, tho written in a wild inflated 
Hyle, contains ſome firong Gothic painting; which ſeems, 


for the moſt part, copied from the meirioal romances of 
former ages. At leaſt the flory of St. George and the fair 
Sebra, is taken almoſt verbatim from the old paetical le- 

gend of ©* Syr Bevis of Hampton.” | 
his wery antique paem was in great fame in Chaucer's 
time, ¶ fee above pag. 87.) and ſeo continued till the in- 
tradud in 


ANTIENT SONGS, Ge. 167 


traduction of printing, when it ran thro' ſeveral editions ; 
two of which are in black letter, 4to, © imprinted by 
« Wyllyam Copland” without date; containing great 
variations. | | 
As a ſpecimen of the poetic powers of this very old rhi- 
miſt, and as a proof how cloſely the author of the Seven 
Champions has followed him, take a deſcription of the 
dragon ſlain by fir Bevis. 
6 When the dragon, that foule is, 
« Had à ſyght of yr Bevis 
«© He caſt up a loude cry, | 
As it had thondred in the ſty; 
« He turned his bely towarde the ſon ; 
« It was greater than any tonne : 
« His ſcales was bryghter then the glas, 
3 harder they were than any brate 
« Betwene his ſbulder and his tayle, 
Mas forty fate withoute fayle. 
* He waltred out of his denne, 
« And Bevis pricked his flede then, 
« And ta bym a ſpere he tbraſte 
&« That all to ſhywvers he it brafle ; 
« The dragon then gan Bevis aſſayle, 
And [mate ſyr Bevis with bis tayle, 
„% Then downe went horſe and man, a 
« And two rybbes of Bevis bruſed than. 
Aſter a long fight, at length, as the dragon was prepar- 
ing to fly, fir Bevis | | 
Hit him under the wwyn 
« As be was in his fl — of 
« There he was Ws. 9 without ſcale, 
* And Bewvis thought to be his bale. 
« He ſmote-after, as I you ſaye, 
« With his good fword Morglaye. 
VU to the hiltes Marglay y | 
« Through Harte, lyver, bone, and bloude ; 
«© To the grounde fell the dragon, 
« Great joye ſyr Bevis began. 
Under the ſcales al on hight 
Hie ſmote off his head forth right, 


= 


? And put it an a ſpere; fc. Sign. K. bv. 
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Sir Bevis's dragon is evidently the parent of that in the 
Seven Champions, ſee Chap. III. vis. © The dragon 1» 
% ſooner had a fight of him [St. George] but he gave 
. ſuch a terrible peal, as though it bad thundered in the 
elements. 1 Betwwixt his ſboulders and his _ Were 
« fifty feet in diſtance, his ſcales gliſtering as bright as 
we 2 But pn men Ao pron * 3 12 N the 
* colour of gold, but bigger than a tun. Thus weltered 
be from his den, 22 .... he champion 
« gave the dragon ſuch a thruſt with his ſpear, that it 
« ſbivered in a thouſand pieces: whereat the furious 
mote him with his venomous tail, 
* that down fell man and horſe ; in which fall tao of 
St. George's ribs were ſore bruiſed, fc. At length 
.. St. George ©* ſmote the dragon under the wing where 
* it was tender, without Kal, whereby his good ſword 
* Aſcalon with an eafie paſſage went to the very hilt 
* through both the dragon's re liver, bone and 
% blood—Then St. George—cut off the dragon's head and 
« pitcht it upon the truncheon of a ſpear, 8 * 

The Hiſtory of the Seven Champions being written juſt 
before the decline of books of chivalry, was never, I be- 
lieve, tranſlated into any foreign language But Ie 
« Roman de Beuves of Hantonne,” was publiſhed at 

« Paris in 1502, 4to. Let. Gothique. 
The learned Selden tells us that about the Norman in- 
© waſion was Bevis famous with the title of Earl of South- 
_  ampton, whoſe refidence was at Dundton in Wiltſhire ; 
but obſerves that the monkiſh enlargements of his tory, 
baue made his very ex iſtence babes, See Notes on Poly- 

Olbion, Song III. | 

A for the martial Hiſtory of St. George, it is given up, 
es entirely apocryphal. The equeſtrian figure, worn by 
the knights of the garter, has been underfioed to be an 
emblem of the chriſtian warrior, in his ſpiritual armour, 
vanguiſbing the old ſerpent. But à learned writer has 
lately fhewn that it is neither more nor leſs, than a 
charm or amulet mon nt 4g ſome eaſtern hereticks ; 
ub ich having been originally worn as @ protection from 
the malignity of the air, at length was conſidered, as a 
preſervative from wounds, and a mgansto inſure vidory 
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in battle. For it ſeems the ancient orientals repreſented 
the ſun by a man on horſeback ; the ſun's rays by a ſpear ; 
and any noxious exhalation by a ſerpent. See Petingall's 


"diſſertation, 4to. 


It cannot be denied, but that a ou part of the hee. 
ing ballad is modern : for which reaſon it would have 


been thrown ta the end of the volume, had net its ſubjet 


procured it a place here. 


IS TEN, lords, in bower and hall, 
I ſing the wonderous birth | 
Of brave St. George, whoſe valorous arm 
Rid monſters from the earth : 


Diſtreſſed ladies to relieve | 5 
He travell'd many a day; Fon 


In honour of the chriſtian faith, 


Which ſhall endure for aye. 


In Coventry ſometime did dwell 
A knight of worthy fame, 10 
High ſteward of this noble realme ; (IS 
Lord Albret was his name. 


He had to wife a princelye dame, 
Whoſe beauty did excel! ; 

This virtuous lady, being with child, ' bg 
In ſudden ſadneſs fel] : 


For thirty nights no ſooner ſleepe 
: Had clos'd her wakefnl eyes, 
But, to ! a foul and fearful dreame 
Her fancy did ſurprize : 20 


She dreamt a dragon fierce and fell 
Conceiv'd within her womb; 


Whoſe 


-TASSTE > — —2 


8 
2 

1 as As TW 

Is els wer don eeemcn . 


: ß AA 
2 ES oi F q : d by 8 5 4 5 
n 


* 


* 


—— "a - 


- 


I 

| 

Fx 
5 


N —— 


. A — 


„ ANCIENT SONGS 


| Whoſe mortal fangs her body rent 
Ere he to life could come. 


Al woe-begone, and fad was ſhe ; 

| She nouriſht conſtant woe: 

Tet ſtrove to hide it from her lord, 
i Left he ſhould forrow bw. 


— 


In vain the ſtrove, her tender lord, 
Who watch'd her lighteſt 3 
Diſcover ſoon her ſecret paine, | 
And ſoon that paine partook. 


And when to him the fearful cauſe 
She weeping did impart, 
With kindeſt ſpeech he ftrove to heal 

The anguith of her heart. 4 


Sw. 


Be comforted, my lady deare, 
Thoſe pearly drops refraine ; 
BZBeoetide me weal, betide me woe, 
Tl try to eaſe thy paine. 


And for this foul and fearful dreame, 
That cauſeth all thy woe, 
- - Truſt me I'll travel far away 
But Tl the meaning knowe. 


Then giving many a fond embrace, 

Ly And ſhedding many a teare, 

Jo the weird lady of the woods ; 
e: He purpos d to repaire, 108 


To the weird lady of the woods, 
Full long and many a daye, 


f 
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Thro' 
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Thro' lonely ſhades, and thickets rough 
He winds his weary waye. 


5 At bageh he reach'd a dreary dell 
With diſmal yews o'erhung ; 
Where cypreſs ſpred it's mournful boughes, 55 
A pois'nous nigbtſhade ſprung. 


No chearful gleams here pierc'd the gloome, 
J He hears no chearful ſound ; 
But ſhrill night-ravens yelling fcreame, 
| And ſerpents hiſs around. 60 


” 
L 
C | 
1 
= . 
N 
: 
: 
* 
1 
1! 
7 
? 
+ 
© | 
1 
* 
is 
4 
J 
100 
. 
1 
* 


The ſhriek of fiends and damned ghoſts 
| Ran howling thro' his eare : ( 
5 A chilling horror froze his heart, 
Tho? all unus'd to feare. 


Three times he ſtrives to win his waye, 65 
And pierce thoſe ſickly dewes : 
Three times to bear his trembling corſe 
0 His knocking knees refuſe. 


At length upon his beating breaſt 

He ſigns the holy croſſe; 70 
And, rouzing up his wonted might, 

He treads th* unhallow'd moſſe. 


s Beneath a pendent craggy cliffe, 
All vaulted like a grave, 
And opening in the ſolid rocke, 75 
He found the inchanted cave. R 


An iron grate clos'd up the mouthe, 
0 | All hideous and forlorne; 
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And, faſten'd by a ſilver chaine, 
Near hung a brazen horne. 


Then offering up a milk-white lambe 
| Three times he blowes amaine : 
Three times a deepe and hollow ſound 
Did anſwer him againe. 


« Sir knight, thy lady beares a fon, © 
“ Who, like a dragon bright, 
« Shall prove right dreadful to his foes, 
| « And terrible in fight. 


« His name advanc'd in future times 
| « On banners ſhall be worne : 
But lo! thy lady's life muſt paſſe 

« Before he can be borne.” 


® 9. 


All fore oppreſt with feare and doubt 

Long time lord Albret ftoad ; 

At length he winds his doubtful waye, 
Back thro' the dreary wood. 


Eager to claſp his lovely dame 
255 Then faſt he travels backe: 
But when he reach'd his caſtle gate, 
His gate was hung with blacke. 


In every court and hall he found 
A ſullen filence reigne ; 

Save where, amid the lonely towers, 
He heard her maidens 'plaine ; 


And bitterly lament and weepe, 
With many a grievous grone; | 
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Then calling ſtill upon thy name, 
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Then ſore his bleeding heart miſgave, 
His lady's life was gone. bh 


With faultering ſtep he enters in, 
Yet half affraid to goe; 
With trembling voice aſks why they grieve, 
- Yet feares the cauſe to knowe. 


% Three times the ſun hath roſe and ſet; - 
They faid, then ſtopt to weepe : 
« Since heaven hath laid thy lady deare 
In death's eternal ſleepe. 


* For, ah! in travel fore ſhe fell, 
6 So fore that ſhe muſt dye; 

“ Unleſs ſome ſhrewd and cunning leech 
« Could eaſe her preſentlye. 


% But when a cunning leech was fet, 
Too ſoon declared hee, 
% She, or her babe muſt loſe its life, 
Both ſaved could not bee. 


«© Now take my life, the lady ſaid, 
« My little infant fave : 

« And O commend me to my lord, 
« When J am laid in grave. 


“ O tell him how that precious babe 
„ Coſt him a tender wife: 

6% And teach my ſon to liſp her name, 
6% Who died to fave his life. 


« And praying ſtill for thee ; 
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« Without repining or complaint, 
« Her gentle ſoul did flee.” 


135 


What tongue can paint lord Albret's woe, 


| The bitter tears he ſhed, 
The bitter pangs that wrung his heart, 
| To find his lady dead 


He beat his breast: be tote his bur: 


And ſhedding many a teare, 
At length he aſkt to ſee his fon; 
The ſon that coſt ſo deare. | 


New ſorrowe ſeiz'd the damſells all : 
At length they faultering faye 
* Alas! my lord, how ſhall we tell? 
_« Thy fon is ſtole away. 


« Faire as the ſweeteſt flower of ſpring, 


„Such was his infant mien: 
« And on his little body ſtampt 


Three wonderous marks were ſeen: 


* A blood-red croſs was on his arme; 
« A dragon on his breaſt : 

« A little garter all of gold 
« Was round his leg expreſt. 


* Three carefull nurſes we provide 
O ur little lord to keepe : 


« One gave him fucke, one gave him food, 


6 And one did lull to fleepe. | 


« But lo! all in the dead of night, ; 
46 We heard a fearful ſound: 
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} 


Loud thunder clapt ; the caſtle ſhook ; 
« And lightning flaſht around. | 


« Dead with affright at firſt we lay 
« But rouſing up anon, | 

« We ran to fee our little lord: 
Our little lord was gone 


„ But how or where we could not tell $1 


% For lying on the ground, 
« In deep and magic ſlumbers laid, 
The nurſes there we found. 


| O grief on grief! lord Albret ſaid : 
45 
No more his tongue cou'd ſay, 
When falling in a deadly ſwoone, 
Long time he lifeleſs lay. 


At length reſtor'd to life and ſenſe 
ge He nouriſht endleſs woe, | 
No future joy his heart could taſte, 
No future comfort knowe. 


So withers on the mountain top 
A fair and ſtately oake, 
65 Whoſe vigorous arms are torne away, 
By ſome rude thunder- ſtroke. 


At length his caſtle irkſome grew, 
He loathes his wonted home; 
His native country he forſakes 
160 In foreign lands to roame. 


There up and downe he wandered fat; 
Clad in a palmer's gowne z 
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Till his browne locks grew white as wool, 
His beard. as thiſtle downe. - bY 


+4 At length, all wearied, down in death 
| He laid his reverend head. 
Meantime amid the lonely wilds 19; 
His little ſon was bred. | 


There the weird lady of the woods 

Had borne him far away, * 

And train'd him up in feates of armes, 
And every martial play. 


Fg 


164 cafe 5d 
GEORGE 'BARNWELL. 


© The ſubjed of this ballad is ſufficiently popular frm 
the 25 185 which is founded upon 1 OT bis As 
_ wwritten by GO LiLLo @ jeweller of London, ant 
firſt adted about 1730.——As for the ballad, it wa 
printed at leaſt as early as the middle of the laft century 
It is here given from three old printed copies, wwhic 
exbibit a ſtrange intermixture of Roman and black les 
ter. It is alſo collated with another copy in the Aſhmol! 
collection at Oxford, which is thus intitled, An excel 
* lent ballad of GROROGE BARNWELL, an apprentice! 
« London, who ... thrice robbed his maſter and mur. 
% dered his uncle in Ludlow. The tune is The Mer- 
«c chant,” 80 . „ 1 ö 
This tragical narrative ſeems td relate à real fad 
zur auben it happened I have not been able to diſcover. 


Taz Finsr Pant, | 
LL youths of fair England 
That dwell both far and near, 
| Regard my tory that I tell, 
And to my ſong give ear. 


A Londot 


— 
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 ALondon lad I was, 


A merchant's prentice bound : 


My name George Barnwell ; that did yur 


My maſter many a pound. 


Take heed of harlots then, 
And their enticing trains; 

For by that means I have been brought 
To hang alive in chains. 


As I upon a day, 

Was walking through the ſtreet 
About my maſter's buſineſs, 

A wanton I did meet. 


A gallant dainty dame, 


And ſumptuous in attire 5 
With ſmiling look the greeted me, 
And did my name require, 


Which when I had declar'd, 

She gave me then a kiſs, 

And ſaid, if I would come to her, 
I ſhould have more than this. 


Fair miſtreſs, then quoth I, 
If I the place may know, 


This evening I will be with you, 


For I abroad muſt go, 


To gather monies in, | 
That are my maſter's due : 
And ere that I do home return, 

Pll come and viſit you. 
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Good Barnwell, then quoth ſhe, 
Do thou to Shoreditch come, 
And aſk for Mrs. Millwood's houſe, 
Next door unto the Gun. 


And truſt me on my truth, - 
If thou keep touch with me, 


My deareſt friend, as my own heart 


Thou ſhalt right welcome be. 


Thus parted we in peace, 
And home I paſſed right; 


ben went abroad, and gathered in, 


By fix o'clock at night, 


An hundred pound and one ; 
With bag under my arm 
I went to Mrs. Millwood's houſe, 


And thought on little harm ; 


And knocking at the door, 


Straightway herſelf came down : 
Ruſtling in moſt brave attire, 
With hood and filken gown. 


© Who through her beauty bright, 


So gloriouſly did ſhine, 
That ſhe amaz d my dazzling eyes, 
She ſeemed ſo divine. 


She took me by the hand, 
And with a modeſt grace, 


Welcome, ſweet Barnwell, then quoth 5 


Unto this homely place. 
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And 
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And fince J have Wen HRA A 
As good as thy werd whe g's» 1 


A — oe we part, 
Thou ſhalt take here Wilk mer 910194 


—_ 


O pardon me, word vm 0301 204} 210 er 65 
Fair miſtrefs; I you pray ß SY 

For why, out of my maſter's houſe n nt bt nd 
So long I dare not ſta yr... 


Alas, good Sir, ſhe tai bras qi I 194 T 
Are you ſo ſtrictiy ty d· ww ol 70 
"de may not wich your dexxeſt friend | 
es + Ine none or eee bas lub "QC 


z Faith, hk the caſe is. har {itt In 3 1 
If it beſo; quoth ſe: 
ate, derne ee. 5 vd 76 
| To live along with ther: - #1 542 2 


N Therefore my deareſt George. 
5 Liſt well what I ſhall ſay, ai 110 u 
And do not blame g wan much, 
n torts net (lac une 181 8⁰ 
Let not aﬀeRion's forep..; 19'9n ot Tun 
| Be counted lewd defire;,..; ot Know tO 
3 * think it not immodeſty, war n⁰j,œʒtb 31 


I wan thy lors nig © 26a ovit) 


And with a wa wg 204 20 fi 
rt A mournfull motion ſhe; * 540 1 of 


0 By hanging down her bed. 
xd Vor, m1 K A hand> 
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A handkerchief he had. ad In UL. 

All wrought wich fil and gold.: hoog eh 

Which ſhe to ſiayihes trickling, teares- | | 1 
Before het eyes did hold. ag! Non! 


880 This thing unto my fight ;-.;., rn Robey 6 
Was wondrous rare and ſtrangee 

And in my ſoul and inward:thought, 
It wrought a ſuddem change: 


That 1 ſo hardy grew 50. NG boog eel A 
: To take her by the hand!? Oo? toy tA 
Saying,” Sweet mnfbvels; Wyo ο—§ 10 
80 dull and penſivefana'?* 10 197 1 
ve fte f 


Call me no miſtreſs row; 9165 ed: non 3 

png But Sarah, thy true fighdy > Go „ 11 1 

14 Thy ſervant MiHlwood:2 Hb | hee” [ 
until her life hatendlity yrols vvil ot 


If thou wouldſt Refs dlledge vm 91019154 T 
Thou art in yeats x boy } ene low fl 

80 was Adonis, yer WAs bs 100 ob bra 

08 * | ny Ls v. Ds! | 

Fair Venus only joy! A 03 1oant wot 
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Thus 1. Who neter beste ( ene on 12 1 

Of woman found ſueh grace, ol 
But ſeeing now firmer 7 dnids 1 
_ Give me a kind embrace, Kult bluyodt 1 


es I ſupt with her that hight; ? Sf! zar; d 
With joys that dit ubbund ! 

And ſor the fame pail prefently, Imowom A 
In money twict*flreepoeitd; 2120s! 
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An hundred kiſſes "= al: ves 
For my farewel the gave; 


Crying, Sweet Barnwell, when ſhall ! 
120 


_ Again thy company _ ? 


O ſtay not hence wolong, |. 
Sweet George, have me in mind. 


Her words bewiteht my childiſhneſs, | 


She uttered them ſo Kon: 


So that I made a vow, 
Next Sunday without fail, 

With my ſweet Sarah once again, 
To tell ſome nes tale. 


When ſhe heard me ſay Þ,. 

The teares fell from her eye 3 
O George, quoth ſhe, if thou doſt fail, 
Thy Sarah ſure will dye. 


Though long, yet loe ! at laſt, 
The appointed day was come, 

That I muſt with my Sarah meet: 
Having a mighty ſum 


Of money in my hand, 
Unto her houſe went J, 


Whereas my love upon her bed, 
In ſaddeſt ſort did lye. 


What ails my heart's delight; 
My Sarah dear, quoth I ; 

Let not my love lament and grieve, 
Nor ſighing pine, and die. 
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hut tell me, deareſt friend, © & | , 1; 
What may thy woes amend, 
And thou fhalt lack no means of wad 


"Tg _ rer — rag, 


With that ſhe turn her head, | 
And ſickly thus did ſay, 4 18 0 15 


Oh me, ſweet George, my 
A ou” 9) 


Unto a cruel ad ; 
And God he knows, quoth ſhe, 
I have it not. Tuſh, riſe, I ſaid, 136 
And take it here of me. en, 


Ten pounds, nor ten times ten, 
Shall make my love decay. 
ben from my bag into her lap, 
I caſt ten pound ſtraightway. 16 


All blithe and pleaſant then, 
To banqueting we go; © 
She proffered me tolye with her, 
CLE 8 


And after that ſame time, | 3 
I gave her ſtore of coyn, 
Yea, ſometimes fifty pound a at once: 
All which I did l 14 
621 d 
And thus I did paſs on; 
Until my maſter then 1170 
Did call to have his W in | 
Caſt up _—_ boy men. 


AND BALL ADS. 195 
The which when as f heard, | 
I knew not_what to fay : 


For well I knew'that T was out {I 
Two hundred pound that day. 


Then from my matter ſtraight 
I ran in ſecret fort ; | 
And unto Sarah Millwood there | 
My caſe I did report. 180 


But how ſhe us'd this youth, 
In this his care and woe, 

And all a ſtrumpet's wiley ways, 
The $EConD. yART may ſhowe. 


Taz SzconD Part. * 


OUNG Barnwell comes to thee, 
Sweet Sarah, my delight: | 
I am undone unleſs thou ſtand 


My faithful friend this night. 


Our maſter to accompts, 3 
Hath juſt occaſion found; 
And I am caught behind the hand, 
Above two hundred pound: 
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And now his wrath to 'ſcape, 2 

My love I fly to thee, 10 
Hoping ſome time I may remaĩne 

In ſafety here with thee. 
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170 With that ſhe knit her brows, 

And looking all aquoy, 
Quoth ſhe, What ſhould Thave to As? 15 
With any prentice boy ? 
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And ſeing you have purloyn d 


© Your maſter's goods away, 


T e is bei” add therefore * 


Tou ſhall no longer ſtay. 


Why dear, thou knowſt, I faid, 
How all which I could get, 


I gave it, and did ſpend it all 
Upon thee every whit, 


Quoth the, Thou ant a knave, 
To charge me in this fort, 


Being a Woman of credit fair, . 


And known of good report. 


Therefore I. tell thee flat, 


Be packing with good ſpeed, 
I do dehe thee from my heart, 
And ſcorn thy filthy deed. _ 


Ts this the friendſhip that 


You did to me proteſt ? 
Is this the great affection which 
You ſo to me expreſt ? 


Nov fie on ſubtle ſhrews ! 


The beſt is, I may ſpeed 


5 | To get a lodging any where, 


For money in my need. 


| F alſe woman, now farewell, 


LE) 


Whilſt twenty pound doth lat, 
My anchor in ſome other haven 


With freedom I will caſt, 
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When ſhe perceiv'd' by this, 9189 131 2 i K 45 
had ſtore of money Maw rn 4 Ws aa rt} 

Stay, George, quoth ſhe, thou art quick: 
Why, man, I did bur jeer: L FP ION 


Dot think for all my ſpeech} © ts 
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80 I by wiles bewitcht, Yi HW 1 1 


And nothing in the world I nn 


"All; all too little 1 did think 


That I would let thee go pig Lino 50 
Faith no, ſuid the; my love to thee hee 2k 
I wiſs is more than ſ o 


Vou ſcorne a prentice boy, | 18 81 
I heard you juſt now (up 1901 al do 141 
Wherefore I will not trouble you. —— T7 55 
—Nay, W b ine ehr 
Thou ſhalt not go to-night, © 1 16/1 
What chance ſoere befall; © , 


But man we'll have a bed for thee, 


Or elſe the devil take all. bs — 60 


And ſnar'd with fancy ſtil, nA 3 
Had then nd power to put away,, [11 
Or to withſtand her will. 2 
For wine on wine 1 calbd, ett 2 | 26 
And cheer upon n 8 


— 


For Sarah's love too dear. 


Whilſt in her company, 
I had ſuch metriment; 
That! upon her ſpent. vu gau 
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But bringing money, thou ſhalt; be 5. 


A fig for care and. thought $i35199 ot © 
When all my gold 1 is gone, 9101 ry | 


In faith, my girb, we will e. mo 


Whoever I light upon. a Nn 


My father's rich, why then "ay aid Dol 
Should I want ftore of gold'o | 1 


Nay with a father. ſute, quoth ſue, 


A ſon may well make holde 


Tue a ſiſter richly wed. e 20107) vor 


PH rob her ere. Ill want. In} uon ben! 
Nay, chen dudth Sarah., chey may well 
Conſidet of vf, ent.. 


Nay, 1 an uncle have. ON 30f! Uech nod T 
At Ludlow he doth dwell: ety. + 
He is a grazier, which in wealth. * Men 


Doth all the reſt excel}, 1b 9:11 9119 0 


Exe I will live in lack 444 


And have no coyn for the: 


- -_— a 


Tu rob bis bquſe, and murder hi. 


Why ſhould you not? quoth ſhe : | 


Was Ja man, ere 15 Mes ain no di to 7 
Would live in poot eſtate, ;., 19965 Un! 
On fathers, friends, and Yr Kin. ed 


I would my talpns grat Soo! & 118780 10 


For without money, George, PR 
A man is but a beaſt: | 


* my welcome gueſt... SEL = A 


04 L 184 4 


2 4 


95 


100 


For 
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For mouldſt thou be purſued 
With twenty hues and cryes, 
75 And with a warrant ſearched for 
With Argus' hundred eyes, 


Yet here thou ſhalt be ſafe ; 105 
Such privy ways there be, 
That if they ſought an hundred years | 
ol They could not find out thee. | 


And ſo carouſing both 
Their pleaſures to eontent: 110 
George Barnwell had in little ſpace: 
His money wholly ſpent. 


3 Which done, to Ludlow ſtraight - 
He did provide to go, 
To rob his wealthy uncle there 6 G 
His minion would it ſo. 


And once he thought to take 
NP His father by the way, 
But that he fear'd his maſter had' | 
Took order for his ſtay. i 120 


Unto his uncle then n | 
He rode with might and main, | 
93 Who with a welcome and good cheer. 
Did Barnwell ente tain.. 


One fortnight's ſpace he ſtayed,. . * 
Until it chanced ſo, | P 
5 His unele with his cattle did 


* Unte a market go. 


Tor K 5, | His 


202 ANTIENT SONGS 


His kinſman rode with him, 
Where he did ſee right plain, 
3s Great ſtore of money he had took: 
When coming home again, 


2 Sudden within a wood. 
He ſtruek his uncle down, | 
And beat his brains out of his head; 135 
So ſore he crackt his crown. _ | 


Then ſeizing fourſcore pound, 
To London ſtraight he hyed, 
And unto Sarah Millwood al“ 


The cruell fact deſcryed. Nen 10% 


Tuſh, tis no matter, George, 
So we the money have 
- : 1 To have good cheer in jolly ſort, 
And deck us fine and brave: 


Thus lived in filthy fort, - 1 
Until their ſtore was gone: i 
When means to get them any more, 
I wis, poor George he had none. 


Therefore in railing ſort, * . g 
She thruſt him out of door 150 
Which is the juſt reward of thoſe, 

Who ſpend upon a whore. 


01 do me not diſgrace 
In this my need, quoth he. 
She call'd him thief and murderer, 155 
With all the ſpight might be: | 


; #2 
 \» 


130 


135 


149 


150 


55 


To 
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S 


6 
| ad 


The following ballad is given (with ſome correfions) 


To have him apprehended; lh 6 


And ſhewed how far in each degree, :- | 


4H 


He had | the laws offended, . _ _, 8 160 


When Barnwell faw her drift, 
To fea he got ftraightway ; 


Where fear and ſting of conſcienes 5 
Continually on him lay. 8 
Unto the lord mayor then, $7 : e | 165; 
He did a letter write; . 

In which his own and Sarah's fault: 
He did at large recite. TE 
Whereby ſhe ſeized was, 
And then to Ludlow ſent: _ 170 


Where ſhe was judg d, condemn d and hang d, 


For murder incontinent. | 


There dyed this gallant quean, 


Such was her greateſt gains: 3 
For murder in Polonia. 1275 
Was Barnwell hang d in chains. tes e 

8 R f n 


Lot beebtbe che 87 youtb, 
That after harlots haunt; 
Who in the ſpoil of other men, 
About the ſtreets do flaunt. Fo. 180 
ona $177. YSTTOHOD 21 TI 


* 18781 0 1 
4 - " * - 


* £ U 
N TE "= 4. * $ © 


Sr. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON. 


from 
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from two ancient black-letter copies in the Pepys Collec- 
tion: one of which is, in lam, the, ather. in;folie: 
\F Heftor's deeds did Homer ſling 3 ? * 
And of the fack of ſtatel oy Tag 
What griefs fair Helena did . 
Which was fir Paris” only joy: * 


And 2 my pen t will 1 657 8 


95 


1 


Against the Sarazens @ 3 1 wa A] 
Fought he full long and many a 15 12 
Where many gyants he ſubdu d, 174 
In honour of the chriſtian way: ee ene 
And after many adventures paſt 


" ToVaypt had be came as fee 1 50% 


1 


8 


20 $3 be. 


= Now, as the "i plain doth gp 0 Droid 
Within that countrey there did reſt. | 

A dreadful dragon fierce and fell, 8 TAY 
Whereby they were full ſore oppreſt : 


Who by his poiſonous. breath "for A 
. Did many of the city lay. 


N * 
rem 10 


wo AJ 


1 
0 j 
1 „ 


The grief whtreof did Pm 6 2 
Throughout the limits of the land. 29 
That they their wiſe-men did intreat 
To ſhew thei cunning out of hand, 
ot What way they might this fiend deſtroy, 
That did the countrey thus annoy. 


The wiſe-men all before the king 25 
This anſwer. fram d incontinent: 

"The dragon none to death might bring | 
* any means they. 6 could innent: kf 


i. 
? 
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His kin more hard than braſs was found, | 
That ſword nor ſpear, could pierce nor wound. 30 


When this the people under ſtood, 
They cryed out moſt yiteouſlye,| 
The dragon's breath infeQs their blood, 
That every day in heaps they dye: 
Among them ſuch a plague it bred, RISE ©. 
The living ſearee eould bury the dead: | 


No means there were, as they could hear, 
For to appeaſe the dragon's rage, 
But to preſent ſome virgin clear, 2 
© Whoſe blood his fury might aſſwage; 40 
Each day he would a maiden eat, | 
For to allay his hunger great. 


This thing by art the wiſe- men found. 
Which truly muſt obſerved beam 
i e throughout the city round 
A virgin pure of good degree 
Was by the kings commiſſion ſtill 


Taken up ta ſerve the dragon's will. un alg a1 15 


Thus did the dragon every dag 
07 Untimely crop, ſome. virgin flowr,.- EET We 
Till all the maids were worn away, Me fea 
And none were left him to devour: 
Saving the king's. fair daughter e 1.2 
Her father's only heart's. delight. He hos ar 


— 


Then came the officers to the king 8 
That heavy meſſage to declare. 
Which did his heart with ſorrow ſtiog ; 3 
h my Kingdom's hewr.:. 


48h 


£ 


O let 
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O let us all be poiſoned here, ener D 
| + TG — aig re 


 Then'roſe the people preſently, t god? id] 
And to the king in rage they went: 

They faid his daughter deare ſhould dye, 
The dragon's fury to prevent: 

Our daughters all are dead, quoth . A 65 


And have been made the dragons prey :. |, 


And by their blood we reſcued. Were! min off 
And thou haſt ſavd CITES 64597 

And now ia ſooth it is but faite, 

For us thy daughter fo ſhould die... 70 

© fave my daughter, faid the king b Vi 

And let we feel the dragon's ſtin gg 


Then fell fair Sabra on her knee; yd eich zi 
And to her father dear did ſa yr 
0 father, ſtrive not thus for me, D 75 

But let me e e ee wi A 
It may be, for my fake-alone oo 
This plague upon the land was thrown, | an! 


5 Tis better I ſhould dye, ſhe faid, od ja 4 
I Than all your ſubjeQs'perih quite z, 
Perhaps the dragon here was laid. 
For my offence to work his 3 * 
And after he hath ſuckt my gore, 1 
Your land ſhall feel the grief no more: 


2 What haſt thou done, my daughter dent, Wa = 1 85 
For to deſerve this heavy ſcourge? | 
It is my fault, as may appear, py 
Wyich makes bende e 
8 Then 


5 
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Then ought I die, to ſtint the ſtrife, 
And to preſerve thy happy life. 


Like mad-men, all the people eried, 
'Thy death to us can do no good ; 
Our ſafety only deth abide 
In making her the dragon's food. 
Lo! here Jam, I come, quoth the, 
Therefore do what you will with me. 


Nay ſtay, dear daughter, quoth the queen, 


And as thou art a virgin bright, 
That haſt for vertue famous been, 
So let me cloath thee all in white; 
And crown thy head with flowers ſweet, 
An ornament for virgins meet. | 


And when ſhe was attired ſo, 
According to her mother's mind, 
Unto the ſtake then did ſhe go; 
Too which her tender limbs they bind: 
And being bound. to ſtake a thrall 
She bade farewell unto them all. 


Farewell, my father dear, quoth.ſhe, 
And my ſweet mother meek and mild; 
Take you no thought nor weep for me, 

For you may have another child :- 
Since for my country's good I dye, 
Death I receive moſt willinglye.. 


The king and queen and all their train 


With weeping eyes went then their way, 
And let their daughter there remain, 
To be the hungry dragon's prey: 


100 


105; 


110 


15 


But 


But as ſhe did there weeping lye, 


© Behold St. George came riding by: 


And ſeeing there a lady bright 
So rudely tyed unto a ſtake; 


As. well became a valiant knight, 


He ſtraight to her his way did take: 


Tell me, ſweet maiden, then quoth he, 


What caitif thus abuſeth-thee ? 


And, Jo! by Chriſt bis croſs I vow, | 
Which here is figured on my breaſt, 


Iwill revenge it on his brow, © 


And break my lance upon his cheſt : 
And ſpeaking thus whereas he flood, 
The dragon iſfued from the wood. 


The lady that did firſt efpy 
The dreadful dragon coming ſo," _ | 


-/Unto St. George aloud did cry, 


© For with his | Faunce that. was {6 ſtrong,. 
As he-came gaping in his face, | 


"3% 


And willed him away to go; 
Here comes that curſed fiend, quoth ſhe, 
That ſpon will make an end of me. 


St. George then. lock. ng round' about, 
The fiery dragon ſoon eſpy'd, 

And like a Enight of courage ftout, 
Againſt him did moſt fiercely ide; 


And with ſuch blows he did him greetz 


He fell beneath his horſe's feet. 


In at his mouth he thruſt along, 
For he could pierce no other place 


K 
1 
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. 


F209 


125 


730 


135 


1 
* 
» 
* 
— 
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And thus withitt Ehe kidy's vier 
This mighty dragon ſtraight he flew. | 


The favour of his poiſoned breath 
Could do this holy-knight no harm. 
Thus he the lady ſav'd from death, 
And home he led her by the arm; 
Which whey, king Ptolemy did ſe, 
There was great mirth and melody. 


When as that valiant champion there 
Had ſlain the dragon in the field, 

To court he brought the lady fair, 
t Which to their hearts much Joy did er | 
He in the court of Egypt ſtaid 8 

Till he moſt falſely was betray d. 


That lady deatly lov'd the knight, 

He counted her his only joy; | 
But when their love was brought to light 
It turn'd unto their great annoy :. 

Th' Morocco king was in the court, 
Who to the orchard did reſort: 


Dayly to take the pleaſant air, 
PFor pleafure ſake he us'd to walk, 
Under a wall he oft did hear 
St. George with lady Sabra talk: 
Their love he ſhew's unto the king, 
Which to St. George great woe did bring, 


+ Thoſe kings together did deviſe 
To make the chriſtian knight away, 
With letters him in curteous wiſe ' 


They ſtraightway ſent to Perſia: 


| 160 


255 


209 


160 


164 


e 


175 


* But wrote to th' ſophy him to kill, 1 
2; And treacherouſſy his blood to ſpill. 


Thus they for good did him reward 
With evil, and moſt fubtilly 
By much vile meanes they had regard 


To work his death moſt cruelly; ß 


Who, as through Perſia land he rode, 


Wich zeal deſtroyd each idol god. 


For which offence he ſtraight was thrown ” 
Into a dungeon dark and dees: 


: ano ANC I ENT SON G 8 


3 14 0 


Where, when he thought his wrongs upon, 5 oT 


23: He, bitterly did wail and weep! 190 
1 77 


: . 


Yet like a knight of courage ſtout, los: 


£ 


At length his way he digged out. 5 ne 1 


Three grooms of the king of Perkin” 
By night this valiant champion awd 
Though he had faſted many a day; 


On the beſt ſteed the ſophy had; 


95 
And then away from thence he flew * AT 


Which when he knew he was full mad. © 


| Towards Chriſtendom he Wy his light | 
Baut met a gyant by the way, 


af! ils : 199 
With whom in combat he did fight Map 


Moſt valiantly a ſummer's day: + 


Who yet, for all his bats of ſteel, © 


Was forc'd the ſting of death to feel. 63.4209 


Back o'er the ſeas. with many bands 
Of warlike ſouldiers ſoon he paſt, 


Vowing upon thoſe heathen lands 


To work revenge; which at the laſt, _ 


SHIRT 
22 4 


5 


re 


Onto faint George did quickly yield, 


- A. ND B A LL A DS. 26 


Ere thrice three years were gone and ſpent, 


He __ unto bis heart's 7 210 


„ onely Egypt land he ſpar' d 
For Sabra bright her only ſake, 
And, ere for her he had regard, 
He meant a tryal, kind to make: 


Mean while the king o ercome in held 21 5 


Then ſtraight Morocco's king he flew 
And took fait, Sabra to his wife, 

But meant to try if ſhe were true (x 
Ere with her he would lead his life : 2320 


And, tho? he had her in his train, 


She did a n pure remain. 


Toward England then that lovely dame 
The brave St. George conducted ftrait, 


An eunuch alſo with them came, 225 


Who did upon the lady wait; 
Theſe three from Egypt went alone. 
Now mark St. George's valour ſhown. 


When as they in a foreſt were 

The lady did deſire to reſt, 

Mean while St. George to kill a deer, 
For their repaſt did think it beſt; 

Leaving her with the eunuch there, 

Whilſt he did go to kill the deer. 


230 


But lo! all in his abſence came | 235 
Two hungry lyons fierce and fell, 
And tore the eunuch on the fame 


In pieces ſmall, the truth to ts 3 W 
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Down dy the lady then they laid, 
Whereby they ſhew d, * was a maid. 


But when he came From buatiog back, 


And did behold this 8 chance, 
Then for his lovely virgin's ſake 

His courage ftrait he did advance, 

© And came into the lions light, 

Who ran at him with all their might. 


Their rage did him nb whit d ſmay 
Who, like a ſtout and valiaat knight, 

_ both the hungry lyons ſlay 
Within the lady Sabra's ſight : 

Who all this while fad and demure, 

There ſtood moſt like a virgin pure. 


Now when St. George did furely know 

| This lady was a virgin true, 

His heart was glad, that erſt was woe, 
- And all his love did ſoon renew : 

He ſet her on a palfrey ſteed, 5 


And towards England came with ſpeed. 


6 Where being in ſhort ſpace arriv'd 
Unto his native dwelling place; 
Therein with his dear love he liv'd 
And fortune did his nuptials grace: 
They many years of joy did ſee, 
And led their lives at Coventry. 


1 


240 


245 


\ 
* 
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LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY. 


This excellent ſong is ancient: but we could ons give it 


from modern Copies. 


VER the mountains, 
And over the waves; 


Under the fountains, 


And under the graves; 
Over floods that are deepeſt, | 
Which Neptune obey ; 


Over rocks that are ſteepeſt, 


Love will find out the way. 


Where there i is no ne 
For the glo- worm to lye; 


Where there is no ſpace 


For receipt of a fly; 


Where the midge dares not venture N 


Leſt herſelf faſt ſhe lay; 


If love come he will enter, 


And ſoon find out his way. 


Vou may eſteem him 


A child for his might; 

Or you may deem him l 
A coward from his flight; 

But if ſhe, whom love doth honour, 
Be conceald from the day, 

Set a thouſand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the way. 


Some 


+ 
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Some think to loſe him, 
By having him confin d; 
*I 
Andi ſome do fuppole him, 


Poor thing, to be blind ; 


» 
8 


But if ne'er fo cloſe ye wal din, 9 8 


Do the beſt that you may, 
Blind love, if ſo ye call him, 
Nun eee 


You may train the = 
To ſtoop to your filt; 
Or you may inveigle 
The phenix of the eaſt e 
 Thelioneſs, ye may move her 
To give oer her prey; 


But you'll ne er ſtop a lover 


01 | He will find out his way. 7b i 
| een i 572: 
1 


THE BAFFLED KNIGHT, oz LADY's POLICY. 


„ 
$ 
1 


Given (with ſome. corredions) from a MS; copy, and 


rollated with two e * in Roman character in the 


vol collection. 


HERE was a . oy was drunk with wine, 


8 A riding along the way, ſir; 1 
„eee ee | 


Shall wand L 0 — faire, 
Among the graſs lye — 1 
And I will have a ſpecial care 
Of rumpling of your gowne- a. 


Upon the graſs there is a dew, 
OI cert ores, 6 fit # 


* 
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1 gown, and kirtle they are news,, | nk. 
And coſt me many a crowne, fir. 

een red, big tid mot 111 
Upon the ground Ell throwe it: 

Then, lady faire, come lay thy head 15 
We'll play, and none ſhall knowe it. | 


O yonder ſtands my:ſteed ſo free 

i Among the cocks of hay, fir;p 1 7 bo 

And if the pinner ſhould: chance to o fee, 1595 be 
He'll take my ſteed away, fin. 20 


Upon my finger 1 have wing 4-H 9:94 291? A 


Its made of fineſt gold-a; ob sd bay 


And, lady, it thy ſteed ſhall . ty 7 
Out of the pianer's:fold-a.: > © — 1 8E es 'J 


0 go with me to my father's hall; 91911 1 f 25 
Fair chambers there are three, fire ra mos 

And you ſhall have the beſt of all, * 
And Fl your chamberlain adrian [128 Fl 


He Winded himſelf on this ſteed ſo tall, 
And her on her dapple gray, fir: "wi "” 30 

And there they rode to her father's hall K 

Faſt pricking along the way, ſir. 


To her father's. hallithey arri ved _ „bol work 
Twas moated round about-aa re- 

She ſlipped herſelf vrithin the gat, 38 
And lockt the knight without-a. NN gu x 


Here is a ſilver penny to ſpend, _ bodiuld (bal oft 
Aud take it for your pain, ſir :; 
10 > And 


And two of my father's men FIl ſend adn, ny 
OD e amis. hana 2m 02 bu 40 


| He from his ſcabbard drew his briad,c 012 6 9vs37 [ 
And whet it upon his leeve-g 4a 

Aud curſed, he ſaid, be every man.. 
That will a maid believe-a! a 


She drew a bodkin from ker hairs, , Us 
And whip'd it upon her gown=a x 9411 Inde f 
And curſt be every maiden faire 

.05, That will with men lye down-a n 928) 11's: 


A tree there is, that lowly gr odd 31S gud yo nog) 
rr 0 ant 55 

The ſmalleſt dunghill cock e fo 
Would make a capon of you, fr. 10 


A flower there is chat adam vibe, F. © C 
Some call it mary-gold-a: - + p * 
He that wold not when he might, 3) 
He ſhall not when he wold-a. d 1:2 Bg. 


The knight was riding another day, baignom 1 
With cloak and hat and featber: e BAE. 
He met again with chat lady gang 
Who was angling in the river. ani: 60 


Now, lady * Pve met with 'youg 1010 197) 0! 

Tou ſhall no more eſcape mem: 

Remember, how not long agde ivr? bagaik 2:3 
You e did increp me; Jie od 2450! b 


The lady bluſhed ſcarlet red; ul a 7 tz 


7 Perks trembled at the lager, 


5 


50 


. 


low 


Then riſing 
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How ſhall I guard my maidenhed 
From this approaching danger? + 


He from his ſaddle down did licht, 

In all his riche attyer; FOR Ste 
And cryed, as I am a noble knight, 

1 do thy charms admyer. | 


He took the lady by the hand, 
Who ſeemingly conſented ; 

And would no more diſputing ſtand: 
She had a plot invented. 


Look yonder, good fir knight, I pray, 


Methinks I now diſcover, 
A riding upon his dapple gray, 
My former conftant lover. 


On tip-toe peering ſtood the knight, 
"Faſt by the rivers brink-a ; © {4 
The lady puſht with all her might: 

Sir knight now ſwim or — | 


Oer head and ears he plasgel | ins 
The bottom faire he ſounded ; 

up, he cried-amain, ' 

Help, helpe, or elſe Pm drowned ! 


Now, faire you-well, fir knight, adieu! 


Lou ſee what comes of fooling : - 
That i is the fitteſt place for you; 


"Your courage wanted cooling 


Ere many days, in kbrifathers parks; 


Juſt at the cloſe of eve-a, ot 1 0 
You, III. L. | | 


217. 


Tf 


30 


\ 
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e e eee . x FY h 
man „ N \ 


Falſe lady, here thou'rt in my powre, | 
07 And no one now can hear the: 1 


Aud thou ſhalt ſorely rue the hour, «42; EI 
That e er thou dar'dft to jeer me. 100 © 


I pray, fic knight, be not ſo wm 
Wich a young filly maid⸗ aa F 
- I vow and ſwear, I thought no harm, 

"Twas a * jet I * 


A gentle jeſt, in ſpoche l he cryd, net; 166 
To tumble me in and leave me: j 

1 5 if I had in the tiver dy d Cor 
> That fetch will not deceive, me. 


Once more TI pardon thee this dag, 
Tho injur'd out of meaſure; 110 

But then prepare without delay bal 5:1) 

| To yield thee ta my Bann 7 N 


* 


1 
Y 


— 


Well then, if I muſt grant your ſuit, bas thread +) | 

Yet think of your boots and pune, fir 1 1 
Let me pull off both ſpur and boot, 115 

Or elſe you cannot Rir, ſir, 9 10 na, 10 E. T 


He ea e down upon the graſs, 8 
29 And beg d her kind 8 71 10 5 1 
Now, ſmiling thought this lovely wy $6141 2 1 


— 
ay 


Tu make you keep your diſtance. 120 
Then pulling off his boots halfway 3 ine » 7 
Sir r knight, now Tm you betters: fot H 


099 ar . You 
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You wall not make of me'your prey | derb of ]e. - 
Sit i end Us ba 


The.keight when ſhe bad ſerved be von Fes 
He fretted, fum'd, and grumbled· 50 
en n eee Fe 


But like a cripple tumbled, . | 5 
Farewell, fir knight, The clock: daten, 
Vet do not move nor ſtir, ſir: | bib ale 135 


PII ſend you, my father's ſerving When” 1010 F 15 
\; To pull off yaur boots and ſputs, ſir. 


n This merry jeſt ynu muſt excuſ e, 
You are but a ſtingleſs nettle: o 
You'd never K 133 
Had 7 been a man of mettle. 18 dite 1 t 
10 All night in grievous rage a % in 
Rolling upon the plain-a: WE, 
Next morning a ſhepherd paſt that wary” 
Who ſet him right again-a. 212 1390 Wort 140 
© Then mounting upon hin fired © tall; + i + 
Thi By hill and dale be ſwore- aa Bin 


ll ride at once tò her father's balls 
She ſhall elcape no more a. 


PII take her abe / by the beard, Wu 
ru challenge all her kiddred; ©? 9. 13 
120 Each daſtard foul ſhall ftand EG I 

My wrath ſhaf no more be hindted, © | 


| He rode unto her father's houſe, 
Youh Which every ſide was monted : 
o L 4 


- 
bs 
_ |. 


j . 
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The lady heard his furious voõWw-Wẽ—ꝛꝓqꝓęꝓ .... 
. And all his vengeance noted 


- Thought ſheep fir knight, to rr rag 
Once more 1 Will enden voir nk 
This water ſhall your fury wage, 
Or elſe it ſhall burn for ever. 


Then fining penitenes and net ut loo 


-: 1 She did invite a parley: Fart 1012 « BER! h 
Sir knight, een Uo rat dae, ; bas 1 V 
3 = Hr nr you dearly. Ho lu 1903 160 
My father he is now frond home: art 61.0.1 
And I am all alone, fir: . 01 * 


Thberefote a- croſs the Water come; Don Hue r 
And I am all e fix; & 11290 * ball Y 


Falſe maid, thou can't me Ogre, : 1 n 165 
1 | ſcorn the treacherous bait aa | 
| "If thou would'ft have me thee believe, R 1X37 ( 


Now open me the:gate-a. a.. | 
| {x x | WI 1 
The bridge is drawn, the gate is barf d. 
My father has the keys, ſi ug "i 150 
But I have for my love prepa c! i it 
A ſhorter way and eaſier. 
| Ti 
| ... Over the moate ye laid a plank 12 0 9281 1 ; 
C be er 
| Full ſeventeen feet in meaſure: -- aoofodo l q 
Then ſtep a- croſa to the other dank, 14% 
And there we'll take our plea ure 5 
Theſe words ſhe had no ſooner . i 
But ſtrait he came tripping o ve: 4 
12d | * | Tue 


L * j 3 
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The planke was awd, in fappingy erw 2 n 


And tongs the « uakagpy , „150 
ut did ur eln 38 * ow 
ett VI. eos 1 3% Bi 


WHY SO FAL ET 


From ohn Sucklin fee ms. This yr 57½% * ht 
was yn fr Job 3, 15 3s by 5 — 3 {he = 


ear of his age. ed 
r . ile al Vun Youd | ou hes 
Prethee, why ſo pale? 
Will, when looking well can't move 7 * 


55 


I 60 Looking ill prevail? 3 Hun ot 3264 | egtl 
5 Prethee why fo pals ?., boat 211199 alamot 01 5 
Why fo dull and mute, "TOA OR 
| _  Prethee why 6 mute ? Nn Wy f 
Wi ill, when ſpeaking well can't win her, de 
| Saying nothing doe't ? e 
166 Prethee why ſs mute? „ 
4 5 At Lees n 
Wit, quit for e 3 ie will 5 move, | 
This cannot, take her ; 11 10 e mr rf wit 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love | vo 5 ie 
i nb Nothing can make Ka” OI 
170 The devil rake berty . 25 


wie bal aid? ch bid 
* 
1 


THE SPANISH VIRGIN, Ky erllers 
1] OF JEALOUS ; 


The fubjed of this ballad is taken. = a folio collection 
+47) of ata ut; ories, intitled ** The theatre of | God's judg- 


* ments, by Dr. Beard and Dr. Taylor, 1642. Pt. 2. p. 
bdg.—The 2 is given (with ſome correction) from two 
copies; one of them in _— letter in the Pepys collection. 

: 3 Li 


The” 


an AN EN SON 


In this every flanza is accompanied «with the followin 
205 way of hardener 185 $001 $01 Þ'2v0l aA ' 
- « Ob jealeufie ! that art nurſt in hel}: 


« Depart from hence, and therein dwell.” 


Kae that ak to bear 
_ KOfthole chat fuser rang noe 
nv; chat never __ tear, 18, 28 101 ny rae! 


A AD * 1 \v Inf 
Wer: heed unto m my ſong L 
„ Sao; bat n rol hed » Y 1 W. ; 


Fai air Iſabella's trapedy © © | : 

My tale doth . * 2 ce * 1 34% ＋ 
Alas ! that fo much ernelt ß Ii g jo 
* In female heart hold ite? rode 


nay". 


In a Sana WS bes” 0 107 lab a Be 


Who Was of bi "IS Ty . 9 36 
| Whole ee anger ad Sele, n 4 8 3 


x Od TT . f tte ol wit wit 
pm Werte {i 6 $11'd her head, 101 TEE 1 30 


With" many a furmtze, 


$he thought her lord had e . 
And did ber love deſpiſe. n | 


Un gentlewoman aſl * A* a3? at * : Fi 
Did on this lady walt; 


een dae, he muh, 
a Hea beatity yas £0x . OPM 1 
eee cad s 80 N 


* 25 Upon this gentle. maid ; a 1 % 7 
bn taxr het with dil TY enen 


1 


wy Wok aha, n 
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nll Tn filence ſtin this maiden meek 
Her bitter taunts would ber; 
While oft adown her fovely cheek 
Would fteal the falling tear. 


4 In vain in humble ſort ſhe ſtrove 2 4 

1 Her fury to diſarm ; | | 4 
As well the meekneſs of the dove 

lI)be bloody hawke * charm. 


her lord of humour light and 6er. 
And innocent the While 
As oft, as ſhe came in his ways” 
Would on the ns ſmile. 


And oft before his lady's face, 
A s thinking her her friend, 
© He would the amiden's modeſt grace, 
And comelineſs commend, ' 


Al which incens'd his lady ſo 
* She burnt with wrath extteme; $44.73: 22541 

At length the fire that long did glow, 
Burſt forth into a flame, 


For en a day it ſo befell, 
When he was gone from home, 

The lady all with rage did ſwell, 

And to the damſell come. 


And charging her with great offence, 
And many a grievous fault ; 
She bade her ſervants drag her Oy 
Into a diſmal vault. i 


L 4 


* 
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-2 There lay beneath the common- ore 

A dungeon dark and deep: 

Where they were wont, in * of yore, 55 
Offenders great to keep. 


There never light of chearful day 
©: Dilſpers'd the hideous gloom; 
But dank and noiſome vapours play 27 
Around the wretched room. 60 


And adders, ſnakes and toads. therein, 
As afterwards was known, 
++ Long in this loathſome vault had bin, 
And were to monſters grown. 


Into this foul and fearful — . 6565 
The fair one innocent + | 


Was caſt, before her lady's face; ; 
Her malice to content. 


This maid no ſooner enter d is, ; 


But ſtrait, alas! ſhe hears » 
The toads to croak, and ſnakes to hiſs : * 
Then grievouſly the fears. 


7⁰ 


Soon from their holes the vipers ene, 
And fiercely her aſſail: 


Which makes the damſel n ne "25 
And her fad fate bewail. | | 


With her fair bands ſhe ſtrives in vain 


Her body to defend: 


With ſhrieks, and cries the doth _—_— | 
But all is to no end. | nl 60 


e N A : 
28825 5 A fervant 
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A ſervant liſtaing near the e er 
Struck with her doleful e aig a AP | 
55 " Straie ran his lady to implore; gerd p iT 


But ſhe'll not eee bp ud dau 
1 D o 10 . Fi 


With blegding heart he goes agen 

To mark the maiden's groans ; _ 

| N plainly heares, within the den, 
60 How ſhe herſelf bemoans. 1 | 

Again he to his lady hies 

With all the haſt he may: 
She into furious paſſion flies, # 

_ And orders him away. 2285 3 


. * 
4% + 9 4 a 4 * n 
0 i 3 
** 4 * A 3 1 we Z 
& « „ 
7 , 


55 Still back again does he return 1 
To hear her tender ?:: 

The virgin now had ceagd to mourn; 
Which fill'd him with luth. EO bs hs 1 0 


a grief, and horror, and efright, 
0 1 liſtens at the Walls; 755 
But finding all was ſilent quite, | 2 | 
» He to bis lady calls 80 0 3 100 
513K! t rb ) i bal. 
Too iow. O lady, now Ki he, 
Your cruelty hath ſped : 
Make haſt, for ſhame, and came and ſee ; J 
I fear he virgin? 8 ** 


And does with torches runnnn 
But all her baſte was now too late, 
For death his worſt had done. Aon $1141 K 


ED L F The 


She 3 to heat . z Ls 
1 
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The door being opend firxi they vnd 
The virgin ſtresch'd along 5 0 110 
Two greadful ſnakes had wrapt her round, = 
Which her to death hac tung. 10: toil wu 


e Oe Won her lege, her thighs, ber var 10 d 25 al 
Had twin'd his fatal wreath : 3 3 
The other cloſe her neck embrac d. 115 


178 


And ſtopt her gentle breath. nh >< wo 


of nigh 


8111 18 roy 


4 The foukes, being from | ker body hn they 
* Their bellies were ſo Blbd, >: + 
That with excefs of Blood they b MET mm. 
Thus with their prey were kata, | 22⁰ 


The wicked lady at this . a 5 1 1% 10 r 10 
22 With horror ſtrat ran mad; Ss ature dT? 
eee e 3 

- OO YO Bad. l in $244 


Feine! 


Let me adviſe you, ladies a 
| Of jealoufy beware:. 1D 5 n. e AU AN NG 1 It $1 
„At cauſeth many a one to 5 vbal aid 03 81 

And is the devil's ſnare. ee 


5] cn + Abel O 310 00 T 


55 J! dind \E 3010 1110 * 


- - 
FOYT? > | #7285 wy 3172 Þ 
Nr 


1 C 
4 I 3s 


THE As RING sern xv 


From the Editor's ancient folio. r 
** E is a foole thit/bifelje dallie n, 
Where eche peaſant mates with him? 4 
Shall I haunc the thronged wallie ese 
_ Having noble hills te climb... 


- 7 
£ (Wa 


a oa — 2 


15 
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No, no, thoſe clownes, fcar'd with frownes,. ns 
Shall never my eſteeme obtaine ; 11 . 


And ſuch as you, fond fools, adieu! 


Ve ſeeke to r, me in vaine. 


I doe ſcorne to vow a dutye, 1 
Where eche luſtfull ladd may woe : 16 
Give me her whoſe *< ſun-like' beaute 
Buzzards dare not gaze unto. | 


| Shee it is, affords my bhiſe, 


For whom I will refuſe no paine: | 
And ſuch as you, fond fools, adieu? _ is 
Ye ſeeke to captive me in vaine. 


IX. 
CONSTANT PENELOPE. 
The ladies are indebted for the foll-wing notable, doru- 


ments lo the Pepys collection, where the original is prefery- 
ed in blacke-letter, and is intitled, A looking-glaſs for 
« ladies, or a mirrour for m married women. Tune Veen 
Dido, or Troy town. | . 


HEN Greeks, and Trojaus fell at ftrife, 

And lords in armour bright were ſeen; © 
When maay a gallant loſt his life 

About fair Hellen, beauties queen; 


.. Ulyſſes, general fo free, 2 1 


N 


Kg Ver. 11. ſeemly. MS. 


"Did leave his dear e | 0 


When ſhe this wofull news did lh 4} 
That he would to the warts of Troy; ; 
For grief ſhe ſhed full many a tear, is 


At parting from her only joy; ber 
Her ladies all about her cane, 1 

To comfort up this Grecian dame. 6 lat work 

nnn 
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© Ulyſſes, with a heavy heart, 
Unto her then did mildly fay, papa 
The time is come that we muft part, 15 
My honour calls me hence away; 
Yet in my abſence, deareſt, be. 
My conſtant wife, Penelope. 


Let me no longer live, the ſayd, 
- Than to my lord I true remain; 20 
My honour ſhall not be betray'd : 
Until I ſee my love again: 
For ever I will conſtant prove, 
As is the loyal turtle- dove. 


Thus did they part with heavy chear, 25 
And to the ſbips his way he took 5s 
Her tender eyes dropt many a tear, 
Still caſting many a longing look: 
0 She ſay him on the ſurges glide, 
And unto Neptune thus ſhe cry'd. | 30 


Thou God, whoſe power is in the deep, 
And ruleſt in the ocean main, 
My loving lord in ſafety keep 
Till he return to me again: 
That I his perſon may behold, T5 
To me more precious far than gold. Y 


Then ſtraight the ſhips with nimble fails 
Were all convey'd out of her ſight: 
Fe Her cruel fate ſhe then bewails, I f 
Since ſhe had loft her hearts delight: 40 
Now ſhall my practice be, quoth 7 ; 
True vertue and humility. 


1 \ : . x * } # oY * 
* g . . * # % yg © : * \ * \ 
» 


r 
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M y patience I will put in ure, 
My charity | will extend; 
Since for my woe there is no cure, 
The helpleſs now I will befriend : 


The widow and the fatherlefs, 
I will relieve, when in diſtreſs. 


Thus ſhe continued year by year 
In doing good to every one; 
Her fame was noiſed every where, 
To young and old the fame was known ; 
No company that ſhe would mind, 
Who were to vanity inclin'd. 


Mean while Ulyſſes fought for fame, 
'Mong Trojans hazarding his life : 
Young gallants, hearing of her name, 
Came flocking for to tempt his wife; 
For ſhe was lovely, young, and fair, 
No lady might with her compare. 


With coſtly gifts and jewels fine, 
They did endeavour her to win; 

With banquets, and the choiceſt wine, 
For to allure her unto fin : 


| Moſt perſons were of high degree, 


Who courted fair Penelope. 


With modeſty and comely grace, 
Their wanton ſuits ſhe did denye ; 


No tempfing charms could e' er deface 


Her deareſt huſband's memorye; 
But conſtant ſhe would ſtill remain, 
Hoping to ſee him once again. 


— 


229 


45 
1 


35 


Her 
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Her book her dayly comfort was, 
And that ſhe often did peruſe ; 
She ſeldom looked in her glaſs 3 
Powder and paint ſhe ne er would uſe, 
Iwith all ladies were as free - 
From pride, as was Penelope. 


She in her needle took deli ight, 


And likewiſe in her ſinning-wheel ; | ; | 


Her maids adout her every night 
Did uſe the diftaff, and the reel : 


- The ſpiders, that on rafters twine, . 


* 


Scarce ſpin a thread more ſoft and fine. | 
Sometimes he would bewail the loſs 


And abſence of her deareft love: 


Sometimes ſhe thought the ſeas to crols, 225 


Her fortune on the waves to prove: 
I fear my lord is ſlain, ml the, 


At length the ten years fiege of Troy 


Did end ; in flames the city burn'd ; 8 N 


And to the Grecians was great joy, 
To ſee the towers to aſhes turn'd ; 

Then came Ulyſſes home to fee 

His conſtant, dear , Fenelope. 


O blame her not if he was glad, 159 
When ſhe her lord again had ſeen. 


Thrice - welcome home, my dear, ſhe fapd, Gal 


A long time abſent thou haſt been: 
The wars ſhall never mote deptive 
Me of my lord whilſt F'me alive. 


. 
* 1 


80 


Fair 
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Faiĩr ladies all example take: 
And hence a worthy leſſon learn, A Aa ma 
"All youthfull folkes to forſake, 105 
And vice from yirtue to diſcern : 2 | an 
Aud let all women ſtrive to be, 35 c 
Lee N 
10 LUCASTA;' ON GOING TO THE WARS, 
By Col. Richard Lovelace Pl Yom a ſcarce volume 
his poems intitled, Lucaſta. nd. 1649. 12. 7 
elegance of this vuriter manner would be more admired 
if it had ſomewhat more of ſimplicity. 
ELL me not, fweet, I am unkinde, 
That from the nunnerie 
Of thy chaſte-breafſt, and quiet mind, 
To warre e „ 1 | 


23 


True; a'new miſtreſs now 1 chaſe, TT LORE THE 
The firſt foe in the field; 8 N 

And with a ſtronger faith ends | 
A ſword, a horfe, a ſhield. | 


Let this inconftancy is ſuch, 3 | 
As you too ſhall adore; ' 10 
I could not love thee, deare, fo much, 6; 
Lov'd 1 not honour more. We 
VALENTINE AND URSINE. 

Tt would be in vain to pr off this Ballad for ancient, 
nor yet is it altogether The eripinal ir an old 
MS. poem in the Editor's, 3 which: being in a 
wretched corrupt fate, the ju bet hott thought worthy - 
of ſome embelliſhments. 

"The old flory-book of Valentine and Orſon (which 12 

geſle 
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geſted the plan of this tale, but it is not firifly followed 
in it) is originally. a 'tranflation from the French, being 
ene of their earlieſt attempts at remance. See Le Bib- 
& Hotheque de Romans, c.“ ala 

The circumſtance of the bridge o belts is taken 1 
the old metrical legend of Sir Bevis, and has alſo been 
ET in the Seven Champions. The original lines are 


Over the dyke a bridge there lay, 
Dat man and beeft might paſse 2 
Under the brydge were fxty belles; (01 
Kigbt as he eee telles; Fc | 
We 40 Thet there might no man paſze i in, | 
AJut all they 7 with a gyn.” 


wr 


ig E. 5 


S KL 4 


Pine hin ner. 


HEN Flora zins to decke the fields 
With colours freſh and fine, 


Then holy clerkes their mattins ling 
© To good Saint Valentine * | 


* 


The king of France that morning 1 5 
He would a hunting ride LEY 
To Artois foreſt prancing forth 


„„ I all his princely pride. 3 


To grace kis fports a courtly train n 
Of gallant peers attend; © . 
And with their loud and cheerful cryes 
| The bills ang 4 18 rend. 8 ; 
CERT ATI AY 

e Through the ae foreſt Seiftthey pa, N 

>» © Through woods and thickets _ RM 

4 © When down within a lonely dell LOST | 
TOI a new-born child: r 


3 2 * « 
iy * * U * - * 
4 : 11 14 i « 
* 4% 4 
* 
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All in a ſcarlet kercher lay'd 
Olf ſilk ſo fine and thin: 
A golden mantle wrapt him round 
Pinn'd with a ſilver pin. 


The ſudden fight ſurpriz'd them all; 

- The courtiers gather'd round; S 

They look, they call, the mother ſeek ; 
No mother could be found. REL 


At length the king himſelf drew near, 
And as he gazing ſtands, ; 

The pretty babe look'd up and ſmil d, 
And fſtretch'd his little hands. ea 


Now, by the rood, king Pepin ſays, 
his child is paſſing fair: 

I wot he is of gentle blood; 
Perhaps ſome prince's heir. 


Goe bear him home unto my court 
With all the care ye may : 
Let him be chriſten'd Valentine, 


In honour of this day : 


And look me out ſome cunning nurſe ; 
Well nurtur'd let him bee; | 

Nor ought be wanting that becomes 

A bairn of high degree. 


They look'd him out a cunning nurſe 3 
And nurtur'd well was hee; 


Nor ought was wanting that became 
A bairn of high degree. 
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Thus grewe the little Valentine 
Belov d of king and-peers; 

And ſhew'd in all he ſpake or did "7 
A wit beyond his years. 7 


But chief in gallant feates of am 
He did himielf adyance, $0 
That ere he grewe to man's ellate 
He had no peere in France. 


And now the early downe began 
To ſhade his youthful chin; 
When Valentine was dubb'd a aur, 
That he might glory win. | 


* ee 2 boon, my graciou a. 471 
99 beg a boon of thee! EXD 
2 The firſt adventure, that befalle, Os 
May be reſery'd for me. i py 1 of 


Pal 
73 


— 


'D 
70 


8 The firſt adventure ſhall IRR 
t "The king did ſmiling fay, ._ P 
Nor many days, when 10 there came 

Three * Clad i in Ps. 


Help, s lord, ey weeping ps 1 

And elt as it was meet; If 

"From Artoys foreſt we be come, — _, 
With weak and 8 leet. 4 5 * 


„ 
Cv» 


Within thoſe 42 and 1 . woods 
There wends a Wege boy; : 

Whoſe fierce and mortal rage doth re... 
'Thy ſubje&ts dire ä 
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Mong ruthleſs beares he ſure ons bred; 
He lurks within their den: | 

With beares he lives; with boning he feeds, 74 
And drinks the blood of men. 


01 To more than favage ſtrength hyp 


A more than human ſkill: | 11 
For a19,190 cunning may db. af - 
His cruel rage ta ſtilll. | of 80 


Up then roſe fir Valentine 
And claim'd that arduous deed. 
Go forth and canquer, fay'd cha king; we” 
And great ſhall be thy meed. ian 


«a. 


Well mounted on a milk-white ſeed, | 1 
His armour white as now $3 ©» 
As well beſeem'd a virgin knights on Ht 

= Who ne'et had fought a fo: 


| 'To Artoys\fore{t he repairs * Fo ns | 
With all the haſte he may': 99 


. ſoon he ſpies the * W =; 

- "A reading of his prey.” bet He nb At TS 
rer nee bag Hai T 
His ſhaggy ſhoulders nh Pg 4H 
His eager eye all fiexy glow'd a l "oy 

His face with ary foowradd.”. - Ae 
Like eagles' talons grew + 80 0 Tr 
His limbs were thick and ſtrong; 
And dreadful was the knotted oak + iL 
He bare with him along. 100 
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Soon as ſir Valentine approach d. 
Hle ſtarts with ſudden ſpring n * 

And yelling forth a hideous W * 
eee ls Aal wah 


ebnen eee bag dell nad om o 20g 
Hath ſpyed a paſſing og... N 
And leaps at once upon his throat: 
So ſprung the ſavage foe); : 


So lightly leap'd with furious 4 K nech oY 
The gentle knight 40 ſeize: D n 110 

But met his tall upliſted e ty 8104703, 05) 
Which ſunk him ov bike... E11 


Cx 


A ſecond ſtroke ſo ſtiff and R's vie lle 
Fel Had laid the favage low z @fÞ1 
= "But ſpringing up, he raisd his club, % 2ALLS | 
| And aim'd a dreadful blow. . "Ev. 


T be watchful warrior bent his head, 
And ſhunn d the coming . n H 


DO pon his taper ſpear it 1 00 bun 
And all to ſhivers broke. e 120 


Then lighting nimbly from his a 

He drew his burniſht brand: +1 

> The ſavage quick as lightning gh E t Ait 
| To wrelt it from his hand. 


Three times he graſp'd the filver hilt: 125 
Three times he felt the blademm: 
Three times it fell with ſurious force; > 
#7: Three ghaſtly wounds it madlde. 


* 


And kneeling downe upon uu, End, i 


Then binding ſtraĩt his ee a 
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Now with redoubled rage he roar'd; 
His eye-ball flaſhed with fire: 


Each hairy limb with fury ſhook ; - 


And all his heart was ire. 


Then cloſing faſt with furious gripe 
He claſp'd the champion round, 
And with a ſtrong and ſudden twiſt 
He laid him on the ground. 


But ſoon the knight with active ſpring, 
Oerturn'd his hairy foe : 


And Wow! between ces bee of gt 7 F 


"Paſt wn a nn blow: * | 


: They roll'd eie 10 he ground, 


And there they ſtruggled long: 


Skilful and active was the knight, h annd 


The nne . b 


A. 


But brutal force atk, ſavage frac 
To art and ſkill muſt yield : 

Sir Valentine at length prevaild, 
And won the 8 _ 


online. 


Faſt with an iron chain, 
He tyes him to his horſe's tall, 
And leads him o'er the Plain. 


Nai ino 15 21 i 145 


To court his hairy eaptive ſoon © 
Sir Valentine doth brin 


Preſents ink to the king. 


£ 2 * 


. 
= 


237 


130 


135 


145 


150 
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With loft of blood and lofs of ſtrengtb, 
[be favage tamer greß)nßn 
And to ſir Valentine became Tien il. 
A ſervant try d and tru :5 *Y 


— 


And cane with bearer hark was bied, * 

| Urſine they call his name: 
4 eee eee eee Bi 
The Muſes ſhall proclaime. mid l 14 


D Paar rat 88 ce. 200? 3A 
140 len WILEY: 1431 150. 
N high renown with prince and . A 
ON 1 Now liv'd ſir Valentine: 


His high renown with prince and ben. 
Bren N Hen welt 


| $7319 216 6 wo ba, 
u chend the Ling-upan' day - 120 

ede fee 11 

And there came lords, and ny ——_ 
$1 lama ater rnd ppae uff 
Amid their cups, that freely bv. i 12 


| Their revelry, and mirth; d: now b. K. 
A youthful kalght tax'd Valentine | 
Of baſe apd doubeful buch. 
The foul reproach, @ gbly wig, 
His generoys heart did wound : 
And ftrait he vow'd he ne'er would 4 
Till he his, parents Hunk; 4105 v7 
11 
Then biddi e eee 14 ba 
Early one OR day, | 
With faithful Urſine by his fide, 
-, - From court he takes his way, 


Fas 
1325 TY 


- 
oF — 
9 


160 


13 


20 


O'er 
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O'er hill and valley, moſs and moor, 
For manye a day they pals; 

At length upon a moated lake, 
They found a bridge of braſs, - 


Beyond it roſe a caſtle fair autre! 
Y-built of marble ſtone : 

The battlements were gilt with gold, 
And glittred in the fun. 


Beneath the bridge, with ſtrange device, | 
A hundred bells were hung; ; 30 
That man, nor beaſt, might paſs thereon, | 
hut ftrait their larum rung. 


This quickly found the youthful pair, 
Who boldly crofſing o'er, | 

The jangling ſound bedeaft their ears, 38 
And rung from ſhore to ſhore. 


| Quick at the ſound the caſtle gates 
Unlock'd and, opened. wide, 

And ftrait a gyant hy ge and grim. Ms! 
Stalk'd forth with _ fer ide, 40 


Now yield you, caytiffs, to my will 3 
| He cried with hideous roar: 
Ot elſe the wolves ſhall eat your fleſh, 
And ravens drink ECL ore. 


Vain boaſter, "aid the youthful kaight, 

1 ſcorn thy threats and thee : | 
I truſt to force thy brazen gates, 

And ſet thy captives free, 


43 


# 


Mad and outrageous with the pain, 


And riding round with whirlwind ſpeed | 


12 


* 


RE > 


2 


Then pu tting ſpurs unto his ſteed, 


He aim d a dreadful thruſt: 
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The ſpear againſt the gyant . 


And caus'd the blood to burſt. 


He whirl'd his mace of ſteel: 


The very wind of ſuch a-blow 


It haply miſt ; and now the knight 


As when a large nd monſtrous oak 


"4:1: 4 


As when the 1 with ious fall 12 


With ſuch a force the enormous fo 


A fearful Wert * | there © came, 


Had made the champion reel. 


His glittering ſword diſplay d, 


Oft made him feel the blade. 


Unceaſing axes he w: 


The blows quick Mg, flew. 


Some hapleſs woodman cruſh”: 


Did on er hom ruſh, 


Both horſe and knight it took, © 


16 


So faſt around the gyant's limbs | | 


| "I 


And laid them ſenſeleſs in the duſt 3 


Then ſmiling | forth. a hideous "mY | 


And, ſtooping, aims a ſecond bels“ Ne 


So fatal was te —— 


The gyant ſtrides in haſte, 


| Now caytiff breathe thy laſt + 


” 
* 
- 
N 5 


55 


AND BAL L ADS. ur 


But ere it fell, two thundering blows 


Upon his ſcull deſcend: 
From Urſine's knotty club they came, | 
| Who ran to ſave his friend. 380 


Down ſunk the gyant gaping wide, 
And rolling his grim eyes: 

The hairy youth repeats his blows ; 15 
He gaſps, he groans, he dies. 


Quickly fir Valentine reviv'd 85 
With Urſine's timely care: | 
And no to ſearch the caſtle walls 
The venturous youths repair, 


The blood and bones of murder'd knights 
They found where'er they came: 9e 
At length within a lonely cell _ FRO 
They ſaw a mournful dame. 


Her gentle eyes were dim'd with tears ; 

Her cheeks were pale with woe: 
And long Sir Valentine beſought 93 
Her doleful tale to know. 


* Mas! young knight, ſhe weeping ſaid, 
„ Condole my wretched fate: 

A childleſs mother here you ſee ; 
* A wife without a mate. 


108 


© Theſe twenty winters here forlorn 
I've drawn my hated breath; 
© Sole witneſs of a monſter's crimes; 
And wiſhing aye ſor death. 


Vol, III. M : * Naow; 


+" 
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« Know," I am ſiſter of a king; 105 
« And in my early years 


Was married to a mighty prince, 


« The faireſt of his peers. 


« With him I ſweetly liv'd in love 
« A twelvemonth and a day: 110 
When, lo! a foul and treacherous prieſt 
« Y-wrought our loves' decay. 


« His ſeeming goodneſs wan ie pow r „ 


« He had his maſter' S Sar: Shy 
And long to me and all the world 915 
He did a faint appear. L 


One day, when we were all alone, 
He proffer'd odious love «- 
The wretch with horrour I repuls'd, 
And from my prefence drove. a 120 


« He: feign'd remorſe, and piteous beg' 
«© His crime I'd not reveal: 


« Which, won by's ſeeming e, 
promis d to concell. 


With treaſon, alla, and wrong KC" Thins 
„ My goodneſs he repay d: 

With jealous doubts he filld my lord, 
And me to woe betray d. : 


« He hid a ſlave within my bed, 
Then rais'd a bitter eryß: 130 
„My lord, poſſeſt wich rage, condenan'd ” 
Me, all unheard, to dye. 


But 


3 


But 


. — * 
9 
\ 


« 


— 
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« But cauſe I then was great with child, 


> +6 


« At length my life he ſpard': : 
But bade me inſtant quit the —_ 


<«< One truſty knight my guard. 


vc 


vc 


60 


66 


te 


It 


Forih on my journey I depart, 


« Oppreſt with grief and woe; 

And tow'rds my brother's — evurt; 
With breaking heart, I go. 
Long time throꝰ ſundry foreign dun. 
« We ſlowly pace along: 

At length within a foreſt wild 

« Ifellin labour ſtrong; Rakes 


And while the knight for ſuccour fou ght, 


« And left me there forlorn, - - 
My childbed pains ſo faſt increaſt 
Two lovely boꝝs were born. 


The eldeſt fair; and ſmooth, as ſnow 


That tips the mountain hoar: 


Tec 


Lad 


cc 


T5 


The younger's-little body rough 
With hairs-was cover'd oer. 


But here afreſh; begin my woes 


« While tender care I took. | 
To ſhield my eldeſt from the cold, 
«* And wrap him in my clonk ; 


A prowling bear Burſt from the wood, 
And ſeiz'd my younger fon : 
Affection lent my weakneſs w ings, 
And after them I run 


M 2 


140 


145 


150 
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* But al oreweatied, weak and ſpent, | 
« I quickly ſwoon'd away: 

* And there beneath ve 
« Longtime I difeleſg f 11 


« At length the knight brought me alf; 165 
And raig'd-me from the ground. 
But neither of my pretty haben 
„ Could ever more be feundl. 


by And, while-in 3 en 0 
"« We met thatppantigrime +10 17 
« Who ruthleſs: lew-my EY 144 3 
And bare me off with bim. 


44 But-charm'd, by beav'n, deen. 
« He offer'd me no wrong: A 
„ Save that within theſe lonely 1755 
eee | 


Now, furety, ſaid the youthfel Eight, 1 fa 
Fe are lady Belliſance, dg? | i 
Wife to the — r * 
Your brother's ** France. 180 


1 


7 


- 


For in your: royal brother's: dere al 1 * 
Myſelf my breeding had; 80 

1 Where oſt the ſtory ee wee n @ 
Hlath made my boſom fad. 0 


> 


If fo, know your accuſer's dead, Filer | 
| And dying own'd his crime: - * 

And long your tord hack fought you out | 0 N 
Tkhro every „ | 


* 


5 


E 


85 


nd 


C* 


XN P EADS | 


And when no tidings! be 4 learn 
Of his much-wronged wife, 

He vow'd thenceforth within his court 
To lead a hermit's life, 


Now heaven is kind] the lady ſaid z 
And drapt a joyful tear: | 

Shall I once more behold my lord? 
That lord I love fo dear ? | 


dot, sea, fd de Valentine, |... 
And knelt upon his knee; 


. 4 


Know you the cloak that wrapt your ag 
20g 


If you the ſame ſhould ſee: 


And pulling forth the aa of geld, 
In which himſelf was found; 
The lady gave à ſudden fhriek, 
And fatated on the ground, 
2 9 LET 
But by his pious care reviv'd, 
_ His tale ſhe heard anon : 


"$1 And foen by other tokens found, 


He was indeed her ſon. 


But who's this hairy MY) the ſaid . TY, 
He much reſembles thee : 


The bear devourd my younger fon, 


\ 


ie 


Or ſure that ſon were he. 


4t Madam, this youth with heares Was bred, | 


$ 


And rear'd within their den. 


But recollect ye any mark 


To know your ſon agen? 


e & 'V 4 4F 
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Upon his little fide, quoth the, . 
Was ſtampt a bloody roſe. 2 
i Here, lady, ſee the crimſon mark | 
Upon bis body grows! lien 1 
Then ** both her new- found * 
She bath'd their cheeks with tears 3 
| 44 ſoon towards her brother's court ole 
Her joyful courſe the * 2 


What pen can paint king Pepin' : joy, 3 
His ſiſter thus reſtor d; 1 
And ſoon a meſſenger was ſeat ©" 
/ To chear her drowplng [ot We” 
> >. 4 $4 nds > $4 
Who came in haſte with all * peers, | 
To fetch her home to Greece 230 
Where many happy years they . 
In perfect love 2 . f 


IC 


* them ſir Urſine aid ſucceed, 


And long the ſcepter bare. % 
ws Valentine he ſtay'd in France, 235 
And was his uncte's Le n 

xl. : 


THE DRAGON OF WANT LE v. 


This humorous Jong 2 as 4 former: Editer. + has wvell 


8 is to old metrical romances and ballads of chi- 
what Don Quixote is to proſe narratives of that 

ron 4 lively ſatire on their extravagant fitions. But 
— the ſatire iñ thus general; the-fubjed of this ballad 
ſeems local and peculiar; ſo that many of the fine/t firokes 
of bumaur are loft for want of our knowing the particu- 
facts to — they allude. Theſe we. have in vain 


endeauour- 
A; Calle&ion 3 vol. 1727, | 


cz y% —_= > 2 = =» 


a as 4+ 0 


1 
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endeavoured to recover ; and are therefore obliged to ac- 


quieſce in the common account; namely, that this Ballad 
alludes to a conteſt at law between an overgrown York- 
ſhire attorney and a neighbouring gentleman. The for- 
mer, it feems, had ſtript three orphans of their inberi- 
tance, and by bis incroachments and rapaciouſneſs was 
become a nuiſance to the whole country; when the latter 


generouſly eſpouſed the cauſe of the oppreſſed, and gained 


a complete victory over his antagoniſt, who with meer 
ſpite and wexation broke his heart. | 

In handling this ſubjed the Author has brought in m 
of the common incidents which occur in Romance. The 
deſcription of the dragon * —— his outrages——the peo- 
ple flying to the 5 fuccour—bhis care in chuſin 
bis armour —his being dreſt for fight by a young damſell 
—and moſt of the circumſtances of the battle and victory 
(allowing for the burleſque turn given to them) are what 
oc cur in every book of chivalry whether in proſe or werſe. 

If any one piace, more than other, is more particularly 
levelled at, it ſeems to be the old rhiming legend of fir 
Bewis. There a DRAGON is attacked from a WELL in 
a manner not very remote from this of the ballad: 


There was à well, ſo have I wynne, 
Ad Bevis fumbled ryght therein. 
. * 8 


Than was he glad without fayle, 
And refled a whyle for bis avayle ; 
And dranke of that water his fyll ; 
And than he lepte out, with good wylh, 
And with Morglay his brande, 
He aſſayled the dragon, I underſta nde: 
On the dragon he * ſo faſte, 
Where that he hit the ſcales brafle - 
be dragon then faynted ſore, : 
And caſt a galon and more 
Out of his mouthe of venim fireng, 
And on ſyr Bevis be it flong : 


It was venymous y-wis. 


Fee above page 97, and pag. 181. * 
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- This ſeems te be meant by the dragon of Wantley's 

Rink, wer. 110. As "the politic knight's creeping out, 

und attacking the dragon, &c. ſeems evidently to allude 

to the following, 

Beis bleſſed himſelſe, and forth yade, 

And lepte out with hafle full god; | 

And Bevis unto the dragon gone is ; 8 

And the dragon alſo io Bewis. N 

Longe, and barde was that fyght | 

Betwene the dragon, end that knyght : 

But ever whan' hyr Bevis was burt fore, 

| He went to the well, and waſbed him thore; 

He w as bole as any man, RBDE}" © 

Toer e as whan he began: 

be dragon ſawe it might not avayle 

ks Beſyde the well to bold batayle We: n 
He thought be would, wwyth ſome wwyle, | 


fe - * 


1 ' 


ut of that place Bovis begyle; 


> 7 aventde have flowen then atoaye, LAN 
© But Neis lepte after with good Marglaye, 

And . him under the wynge, gage, 

aii muas in his ett G. 


+ at 


= 


- 


Lets Sign. M. v. L. j. Cc. 
After all, perbaps the writer of this Ballad was ac- 
quainted with the above incidents only thro the medium of 
Spegyer, who bas afſumied miſt of them in his Faery Queen. 
AtTeaft ſome ferticulars in the deſcription of the dragon, 
Sc. /eem evidently borrowed from the latter, See Book, * 
1. Canta 11. where the dragon's two wynges like ſayl-ͤ— 
huge long tayl — . with ftings his cruel-rending 

e claxwes and yron teeth—his bxeath e e ng 

« ſmoke and ſulphur — and the duration of the fight for 

" wptwards of twodays, bear a reſemblance to paſſages 

in the following ballad ; the' it muſt be canfeſſed that C 
theſe particulars are common to all old writers of Ro- 
mance. Yi, A — 

The following ballad appears to have been written 
late in the laſt century at leaſt wwe have met with none 
- Gut modern copies; the text is given from one in Roman 
letter in the Pepys collection, callated with twe or three 


atbers. 
OE o 


LES 


. „ 9 * 


138 


Or he had ne're don't, I warrant ye: 
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LD ftories tell, how Hercules 
A dragon flew at Lerna, 
Wich ſeven heads, and fourteen eyes, 
To ſee and well difcern-a: 
- But he had a club, this dragon to drub, 


But More of More-Hall, with nothing at . 
He few the dragon of _— | 


This vixen had two ens n 
Fach one upon each ſhoulder; 
With a ſting in his tayl, as long as a 2 
Which made him bolder and bolder. 
He had long claws, and in his jaws 
Four and forty teeth of iren; 
With a hide as tough, as any buff, 
Which did "oy round environ. 


Have Nn heard how the Trojan hore 
Held ſeventy men in his belly ? 
This dragon was not quite ſo big, 


But very near, TV tell ye. 20 
bg. e he; poor children three, | 
That could not with him grapple 5 
And at one ſup, he eat them up, 
A one would eat an apple. 
All ſors of cattle this dragon did eat, 25 
7 ©; Soefayhedid eat up trees 
And that the ſoreſts fare he would 
Devour up by degrees: [kies; 
For boufes and churches, were to him geeſe and tur- 
He eat all, and left none behind. 30 


90 Fer. 9. were to him gorſe and birches, Other copies. 
59 2 M 3 ; But 
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as fines ebbe-Jactk, hat Keg ul « ld was 
ene W 


py 
In Yoitfire, near ** Rotherham, AR ; 


* 
** * 


- 


* The place I know it well; "PIC 
Some two or three miles, or thereabouts,. 35 
1 vowl cannot tell; | 
But there is a hedge, juſt on the hill edges 
And Matthew's houſe hard by it ; 
O there and then, was this qe ee | 
03 You could not abuſe but ſpy it. A. 40 
Some "IO this 48 was a hole Nav / 
Some ſay; he was a devil, . _ 1 2 
For from his noſe a ſmoke aroſe, 1 
And with it burning ſnixel; { 4 ” 17 
Which he caſt aff, when he did cough, 
In a well that he did ſtand by; ; 
Which made it look, juſt like a brook © 
Running with . brandy. | 


Hard by a y Axes knight there dwelt, 
Of whom all towns did ring 50 
For he could wreſtle, play at quarter-tf, wick 
cuff and huff, , 
Call ſon of a whore, do any kind af thing 
By the tail and the main, with his hands twain 
3% He ſwung a horſe till be was dead; _ 
And that which is ſtranger, he oe. ou ages 55 


2 him all up but his . 
| Theſe childrer, as I told, 1 — 1 | 
G Mien, women, girls and boys, 5 
n and ſobbing, came to his lodging, 
And made a hideous viſe: | . 


bY | O O fave 
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"- O fave 6s all, tore öf More kal 


Thou peerleſs knight of theſe woods; 
Do but ſlay this dragon, who won't leave us a rag on, 
We'll give thee alt our goods. | 


Tut, tut, quoth he, no goods I want; 65 


But 1 want, I want in ſooth, 
A faic maid of ſixteen, that's briſk, © and keen, 
And ſmiles about the mouth; 
Hair black as ſloe, ſkin white as ſnow, 


With bluſhes her cheeks adorning ; TENT. 


To *noynt me o'er night, ere I go to fight, 
And to dreſs me in the morning. 


This being done he did engage 
To hew the dragon down; 
ut firſt he went, new armour to 75 
Beſpeak at Sheffield town; 
With ſpikes all about, not within but without, 
Of ſteel fo fharp and ſtrong; 


Both behind and before, arms, legs; and all o'er 


Some five. or ſix inches long, 80 


Had you but ſeen him in this dreſs, 
How fierce he looked and how big, 
You would have thought him for to be 

Some Egyptian porcupig: 


Hie ffighted all, cats, dogs, and all. 835 


Each cow, each horſe, and each 92 + 
For fear they did flee, for thex took him to be 
Some ſtrange outlandiſh hedge-hog. 

f 1 Ws 8 3 5 ei 
To ſee this fight, all people then 
Got up on trees and houſes, 90 


. 
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On churches ſome, and chimneys too; 
But. theſe put on their trowſes, _ 
Not to ſpoil their hoſe. As ſoon as he . 
To make him ſtrong and mighty. ** 
He drank by the tale, fix pots of ale, 94 
And a quart nn. | 


It is not ſtrength that always wins, 
Por wit doth ſtrength excel ; 
Which made our cunning champion 
Creep down into a well ; 100 
Where he did think, this dragon would er 
A And fo he did in truth; 
And as he ſtoop'd low, he roſe up and ery', boh! 
N And hit him in the mouth. RAS 


* 


. Oh quoch the 8 pox take thee - come ont, 105 
25 Thou diſturb'ſt me in my drink; 
And then he turn'd, and... at him; 
Sood lack how he did ſtink! 
Beſhrew thy ſoul, thy body's foul, | 
Thy dung ſmells not like balſam ; 110 
Thou fon of a whore, thou ftink'ft 10 ſore, 
Sure thy diet is unwholſome. 


1 
+ 


Our pelitick knight, on the other ide, 

Crept out upon the brink, 

And gave the dragon fuch a douſe, 115 
He knew not what to think: 


By cock, quoth he, ſay you ſa: do you fee 44 


<-— 


And then at him he let fly | L201 
Wird hand and with foot, and ſo end 
And the word it was, hey boys, hey ! 120 
a 22 94 i e y 
en | F 644: 178 11 1659) Your 
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Your words, quoth the dragon, I don't Taree 
Then to it they fell at all, IS 

Like two wild boars ſo fierce, if I may 

Compare great things with ſmall. 

Two days and a night, with this diagon did fight 125 

Our champion on the ground; 

Thro' their ſtrength it was great, theie (kil}-it was neat, 

"They never had one wound. 


At length the hard earth began to quake, 
The dragon gave him a knock, 130 
Which made him to reel, and ftraitway he thought, 
To lift him as high as a rock, 
And thence let him fall. But More of More-Hall, 


Like a valiant fon of Mars, 
As he came like a lout, ſo he turn'd him about, hi. 35 


And hit him a kick on the. 4 6 


Oh, quotb the dragon, with a deep ſigh, 
And turn'd fix times together, 

Sobbing and tearing, curſing and ſwearing 

Out of his throat of leather; 140 

More of More-Hall! O thou raſcal? | 
Would I had ſeen thee never; | 
With the thing at thy foot, thou haſt prick'd uy. das 
And Em mite undone for ever. . 


Murder, murder, the dragon ery'd, 145 
Alack, alack, for grief: | 
Had you but.miſt that place, you. « could , 

Have done me no miſchief. 
Then his head he ſhaked, trembled 1 
And downe he laid and cry d;, 4350 
Finſt on one knee, then on back tumbled "ay 1 


* kickt, $650 3 and dy'd, e 


1 1 
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EBay XIII. 
ST GEORGE FOR ENGLAND. 
Tu Figzr Parr. 


As the former ſong is in ridicule of the extravagant in- 
cidents in old Ballads and metrical romances ; fo this is 
a burleſque of their ſtyle; particularly of the rambling 
tranſitions and wi | accumulation of _ unconneded _ 
fo frequent in many of them. _ 

This ballad is given from an old Black-letter copy in 
the Pepys collection, imprinted at London, 1612.“ It is 
. more ancient than many of the preceding; but we place 
bere fer the ſake 7 connecting it with the SECOND- | 

ART. 


H doe you boaſt of Arthur and his knightes⸗ 
KRaowing © well how many men have endured. 
fightes ? 


For besides king Arthur, and Lancelot du Lake, 


Or fir Triſtram de Lionel, that fought for ladies ſake; 
Read in old hiſtories, and there. you ſhall ſee |! 
How St. George, St. George the dragon made to flee, 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France- 
0 Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penfe. 
Mark our father Abraham, when firſt he reſckued Lot 
Onely with his houſehold, what conqueſt there he 
David, was elected a prophet and a king, [got : 
He flew the great Goliah, with a ſtone within a ling : 
. Yet theſe were not knightes of the table round; 
Nor St. George, St. George, who the dragon did. 
confound: 
$t George he was for England; St. Dennis was 22 France. 


Sing, Honi Joie qui mal. , benſe. 


* Jephthah and Gideon did lead their men to fight, 


They conquered che Amorites, and par them all to 
1 ent! R 8 


— 
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Hercules his labours © were” on the plaines of Baſſe; 

And Samſon . a e with the jawbone of an 
aſſe Ildſpoyle. 

And eke he nn naps FEAR and did a mighty 

And St. George, St. George he did the dragon. foyle. 

St. Nc he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
7 Ws Honi, foit ag mal y penſe. 


; The warres of ancient nn it were too long to 
Sit ine ſexcell ; 
And likewiſe of the 3 how farre they dick 
 . Hannyball and Scipio in many a fielde did fighte: 
Orlando Furioſo he was a worthy knighte : 
Remus and Romulus, were they that Rome did. 
builde : | 
But St. George, St. George the dragon made to yielde. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
17 Sing, Hani fort card mal y penſe. | 


The noble Alphonſo, that was the Spaniſhing, | 
The order of the red ſcarffes and bandrolles in did 
bring: lhe did begin, 
For he had a troope of mighty knightes, when firſt 
Which ſought adventures farre and neate, that con- 
queſt they might win: . 
The rankes of the Pagans he often put to flight, 
But St. George, St. George did with the dragon fight. 
St. Georgehe wasfor England ;St. Dennis was for France. 
u * e eee 18 ln at 
10 - Many. 2 knights” FRY fought wich proud T amber- 
©100:t0:1 mes» ware 21 0 


_# 


Cutlax the Dane, great warres he did maintaine : 
Rowland of Beame, and good * fir! Olivere 


* In the foreſt of Acon ſlew both woolfe and beate: 
Beſides 
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| Belides that 3 „ür“ . with 'the 


dul. 


But St. a 85 au ho ee, $ blood did Gill 


E. 
FR 


1 th 


; . 8 he was for England; St. Dennis weeſue France. 


der Mens ſole gas mal y penſe. 


Valentine and Orſon wete of king Pepin's blood: 
Alfride and Henry they were brave knightes and good: 


The four fons of Aymon, that follow'd Charlemaine : 
Sir Hughon of Burdeaux, and Godfrey of Bullaine : 
Theſe were all French knightes that lived in that age. 
- Bat St. George, St. George the dragon did aſſuage. 
St. George he was for England ;St. Dennis was for France. 


: - 


Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


Bevis conquered Aſcupart, duftet FR the boare, 


* 

Moore: 

Lr Iſenbras, and | Eglamore they x were kn ightes moſt 
bold; 0 

And good Si John Mandeville of trvel.cuch hath 


qe were many mais _ that Pagans did 


*K03. 231 convert, #74 * 


ButSt.George, St. Georpepluckrourcbedeagon' $ hare. 


St. George he was for England ;St. Dedeiowixtes Fiknce, 


enn 


The noble earl of Warwick, that Was calld fir Guy, 


; The infidels and pagans ftoutly did defie; 

-  Heſlew the giant Brandimore, and after was the death 

bar that moſt n — w ial the divell of Dunſmore 
heath: 

Beſides hrs noble deeds todos hd the fan 


Nut St. George, St. George the dragon did appeaſe. 


Wy 1 
n 


SL 
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St. George he was 1 England St. Dennis was for France. 


Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


Richard d ass erſt king of this land, 
He the lion gored with his naked hand “: 


Ihe falſe duke of Auſtria nothing did he feare; 


But his ſon he killed with a boxe on the eare: 
Beſides his famous actes done in the holy lande. 
Zut St. George, St. George the dragon did withſtande, 


st. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France; 


Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y Senſe. 

n 8 
Henry the fifth he conquered all W020 | 

And quartered their arms, his honour to advance: 

.- He their cities razed, and. threw their caſtles downe, 

And his head he honoured with a double crowne : 


Nie thumped the French - men, and after home he came. 


But St. George, St. George he did the dragon tame. 


| Se. George he was for England; St. Dennis was far France, 


Sing, Hani ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


+ 2 % 


| St. David of Wales the Welſh-men much advance: 


St. Jaques of Spaine, that never yet broke lance: + 
St. Patricke of Ireland, which was St. Georges boy, 
Seven yeares he kept his horſe, * then ftole him 
away : 
For which knaviſh add, as ſlaves "iN doe remaine. 
But St. George, St. 8 the dragon he bath ſlaine. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France, 
Sing, Honi feit qui mal y penſe. 
XIV. St. 


* Alludin 5 to the fabulaus Expleits attributed to this 
Tag i in the Old Romances. 


— k 
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St. GEORGE FOR ENGLAND 


Tus Second Parry, 


—was written about the end of the laſt century by Jo H 
Gauss, M. A. of Chrift Church, Oxford. All that we 
can learn concerning this facetions writer is contained in 
a few extratts from the univerſity Regiſter ; by which it 
appears that he was matriculated in 1667, aged 20 years, 
being the fon of Tohn Grubb © de Afton Burnel in Comi- 
' tatu Salop. ** pauperis.” He took his degree of Bachelor 
Arts, Jun. 7, 1671. And became Maſter of Arts 
un. 28, i675. He was flill living in Oxford, when 
a celebited wit * wrote the following Diftich : | 
Alma novem genuit celebres Rhedycina poetas, 
Zub, Stubb, Grubb, Crabb, Trapp, : Young; 
Carey, Tickel, Evans; oo 
Theſe were Bub Dodington (the late Lond Melcombe,) 
Dr. Stubbes, aur Poet Grubb, Mr. Crabb, Dr. Trapp the 
» Poetry Profeſſor, Dr. Edw, Young the poet, Walter Carey, 
Thomas Tickel, Eſq; and Dr. Evans the Epigrammatiſt. 
The Editer has never met with any two copies of the 
following ballad in which the flanzas were ranged alike, 
he bas therefore thrown them into what ſeemed to bim the 
moſt natural order. The werſes were originally written 


in long lines as Alexandrines, but the narrowneſs of. the 
gage made it neceſſary ib ſubdivide them. 


\ HE Rory of king Arthur 
I - Is very memorable, 
- * The number of his valiant knights, 
And roundneſs of his table: * 
The knights around his table in * 5 
A circle ſate, d' ye ſee; 
And altogether made up one ; 
Large hoop of chivalry. _ 8 8 
0 f $ 4 e 
* The author of Pſyche in Dodſley's Miſcel. Vol. 3. 


* 
* 


——— 
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He had a ſword, both broad and ſharp, | 


Y-cleped Caliburn, ; 
Would cut a flint more eafily, 
Than pemwknife cuts a corn; 
As caſe-knife does a capon carve,, 
So would it carve a rock, 
And ſplit a man at ſingle laſh, 
From noddle down to nock. 


3 He was. the cream of Brecknock, 


And flower of all the Welth : 
But George he did the dragon fell, 
And gave him a plaguy ſquelſh. 


14 


20 


St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


* „ 


ms ® 


1 


Sing,  Honi foit qui mal y penſe. 


Pendragon, like his father Jove, 
Was fed with milk of goat ; 

And like him made a noble ſhield 
Of ſhe-goat's ſhaggy coat: 

On top of burniſht helmet he | 
Did wear a creſt of leeks ; 

And onions' heads, with dreadful nods.” 
Drew tears down hoſtile cheeks. 

Itch, and Welſh blood did make him hot, 
And very prone to ire ; | 

H' was ting'd with brimſtone, like a match, 
And would as ſoon take fire: 

As brimſtone he took inwardly 
When ſcurf gave him occaſion. 

His poſtern puff of wind was a. 
Sulphureous exhalation. 


F The Briton never tergivers'd, - 


But was for adverſe drubbing, 


And never turn'd his back for aught, 


But to a poſt for ſcrubbing. . 


30 


35 
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His ſword would ſerve for battle, or 
Por dinner, if you pleaſe; 
When it had ſlain a Cheſhire man, © 45 
Twould toſt a Cheſhire cheeſe. | 
He wounded, and, in their own blood, 
Did anabaptize Pagans. 
But George he made the dragon an 


7 


Example to all dragons. re 


St. George he was for England ;St. Dennĩs was for France. 
Sing. Honi Heir gui uf 7 penſe. 


05 Brave Warwick Guy, at dinner ma, | 6 
Cuallengd a gyant ſavage; | | 
And ſtreight came out the 1 5 
Brim- full of wrath and cabbage: | 
He had a phiz of latitude, | 
. And was full thick i' th middle; | 
© Thecheeks of puffed trumpeter, . 
And paunch of ſquire Beadle. ® 60 
But the knight fell'd him, like an „ lt 
And did upon his back tread; 
The valiant knight his weazon cut, 
© And Atropus 152 packthread. bx ot RO! 
_ - Befides he fought with a dun cow, 65 
As ſay the poets witty, 
A dreadful dun, and horned too, 
Like dun of Oxford city ; 
The fervent dog-days made her mad, 
© By cauſing heat of weather, ;. Jo 
Syrius and Procyon haited her, 
As _—— did her father I f 
een, 


„ 


known at Oxford. 
4 1. 


* Men i anfroerale to « their places, ar + well 


AT 
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Grafiers, nor butchers this fell beaſt, 
Eer of her frolick hindred ;_ 
Juohn Dorſet + ſhe'd knock down as flat, 78 
As John knocks down her kindred : | 
Her heels would lay ye all , 
And kick into a ſwoon; 
Frewin's | cow-heels keep up your corple, . 
But hers would beat you down: 80 
She vanquiſht many a ſturdy wight, 
And proud was of the honour; 
Was pufft by mauling butchers ſo,-. 
As if themſelves had blown her ; | 
At once ſhe kickt, and puſht at Guy, + 85 
: But all that would not fright him; 
Who way'd his whinyard o er fir-loyn, 
As if he'd gone to knight lim: 
Fe let ber blood, her frenzy to ene, 4D 
And eke he did her gall rin 90 
His trenchant blade, like cook's zone ſpit, | 
Ran thro' the monſter's bald · ib: 
He rear'd up the vaſt crooked rib, 
Inftead of arch triumphal. 
8 But George hit th' dragon ſuch a pelt, 95 
. made him on his bum fall. SUR 
St. George he was for England, St. Dennis was for France, 


Sing. Honi foit qui mal y penſe. _ 


Tamerlain, with Tartarkan bow, 
The Turkiſh ſquadrons flew; _ 100 
And fetch'd the pagan creſcent down, 

With half. moon made of ye : © - 


Or 


His 


ö 

a + A butcher at | 
* 14 od. 2 — . r a don 5 for felling | 
| 


cos · heel ans iripe, 
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His truſty bow proud Turks did gall, - 
With ſhowers of arrows thick, 


And bow-ſtrings, without throtling, ſent ol 105 


 Grand-Viſiers to old Nick: 
Much turbants, and much Pagan pates X 
He made to humble in duſt, ACE 
And heads of Saracens he-fixt * . N 
On ſpears, as on a ſign- poſt: . 110 
He coop'd in cage grim Bajazet, F 
Prop of Mahomet's religion. 5 
As if he had been the whiſpering bird, 
That prompted him ; the pidgeon. 
In Turkey- leather ſcabbard, he C at - = py 
Did ſheath his blade fo trenchant. "I 
But George he ſwing'd the dragon $ tail, 
And cut off every inch on't. 


. „ - 
* 4 1 14 
a 


St. George he was for England; St. Dennliwas foe France, 


* 


= 


Her beauty, and her drum to Keg | 


Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. BN. RD Bet 120 

The amazon Thaleſtris por 792 
Was beautiful, and bold 

She ſear'd her breaſts with iron hot, : 
And bang'd her foes with cold : 8 

Her hand was like the tool, wherewith Cf T88 
Jove keeps proud mortals wag e 


It tone juſt like his lightning, 


And batter'd like his thunder : © © 
Her eyes dart lightning, that would blaſt - 
"The proudeſt he, that 1%. - 130 
And melt the rapier of his foul, 
In its corporeal ſcabbard. 47 
Did cauſe amazement double ; 
As timorous larks amazed are 135 


With light, and wath's low-bell! 
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With beauty, and that lapland- charm,e 
Poor men ſhe did bewitch- all; 
Still a blind whining lover had, ö 
As Pallas had her ſcrich- Owl. 140 
She kept the chaſtneſs of a nun 
In armour, as in cloyſter. 
But George undid the dragon juſt 
As you'd undo an oiſter. 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 


Sing Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 146 


Great Hercules, the offspring 
Of Jove, and fair Alcmene : 
One part of him celeſtial was, 
The other part terrene. $6l 2-54 ma 
To ſcale the walls of's cradle | 
'Two hery ſnakes combin'd, | 
And, juſt like unto ſwadling cloaths, 4 
About the infant twin'd: * 1 1 
But he put out theſe dragons fires, . 155 
And did their hiſſing ſtop; 
As red-hot iron with hiſſing noiſe _ 
Is quencht in blackſmith's ſhop. « 
He cleans'd a ſtable, and rubb'd down 
The horſes of new-comers ; 7 160 
And out of horſe-dung he rais'd fame, 
As Tom Wrench + does cucumbers. 
He made a river help him through; 
Alpheus was under groom ; 
Ihe ſtream, grumbling at office mean, 165 
| Run murmuring thro' the room: 
tt fo dc | This 


5 Her drum. 


8 + Who kept Paradiſe gardens at Oxford. 


n 
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3 tired wich abt 0 welk. 
His father Neptune's: trident took, 2 
luaſtead of three · tooth d dung-fork. ih 170 
| This Hercules, as ſoldier, and 1112 
As ſpinſter, could tabe pains: 
His club it ſometimes would ſpin flax, 
And ſometimes knock out brains: TI 
HH vas forced to ſpin his mils a ſhift, 175 
By Juno's wrath and her- ſpit e: 
Fair Omphale whipt him to his wheel, 
As cooks whip barking turn-ſpit. 
From man, or churn he well knew how | 
To get, him taſting fame: 110 
Head baſte a giant, till the blood 
| And milk to butter came. 
Often he fought with huge battoon, 
And eftentimes he'boxed'; Þ © -  / 
Tapt a freſh monſter once a moon, 185 
As Hervey® doth freſh hogſhead. 
To ſtiff Antæus he gave a hug, 
' Such as folks give in Cornwall. EINER 
But George he did the dragon kill, ' , 
As dead as any door-nat © 190 
St.George hewas for England; St. 3 
dus Lan lan que wal penſe. © 


The Gemini, ſprung from an egg, 
| Were put into a cradle: WS, 
Their brains with knocks e ale, 193 
Mete oſten- times full addle: 4115 | 
And, ſecretly hatch'd, theſe ſons of him, 
That hurls the bolt trifulcate, V 
| n en 1 


A noted Alebouſe-heeper at Oxford, 
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With helmet-ſhell on tender head. 
Did buſtle with red-ey d pole- cat. 200 
Caſtor a horſeman, Pollux ho- 
A boxer was, I wit; t 
The one was fam'd for iron heel; 
| Th' othes for leaden fiſt. 
Pollux to ſhew he was a god, | 06 
When he was in a paſſion, | 
With fiſt made noſes fall down flat, 
By way of adoration | 
This fiſt, as ſure-as French diſeaſe, | | 
Demoliſh'd noſes? ridges: 1 | 210 
He like a certain lord * was fam'd _ R 
For breaking down of bridges. 
Caſtor the flame of fiery ſteed; he 
With well-ſpur'd boòt took down: 
As men, with Jeathern buckets, .do 215 
' Quench fire in country town. 
His famous horſe, that liv'd on oats | 
Is ſung an oaten quill; . 
By bards' immortal provender . | 
The nag ſurviveth till. 220 
his brood of eggs on none but rogues 
Employ'd. their whole artillery ;: 
And flew as naturally at brogues, 
As eggs at knave in pillory. HOW e ls 
Much ſweat they ſpent in furious bebt, 225 
Much blood they did effund : RW 
Their whites they vented. thro the por e; 
Their yolks thro? gaping wound: 
Then both were cleans d from blood and at 
Io make a heavenly gn ; 230 
Vol, HI. | N The 


. Ld Lovelace broke down the bridge ad gun 
ut the Leg inning of the Revolution. 64 | 
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The lads, juſt like their armour, were 
CSS Scowr'd and hang'd up to ſhine 80 fe , 
Such were the heavenly n one 
The ſons of Jove and Tindar. K 
But George die cut the dragon up, HO 901 235 
As it had bin duck or winda . 
St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for bre. 
Sing Honi e qui mal y penſe. © 


Gorgon a twiſted . worre 
Por knot upon her houlder: 2240 
She kemb'd her hiſſing periwig, A 

And curling ſnakes did powder. | 

Theſe ſnakes.they made ſtiff nent, 

Of all the folks they hiſt on; pn 
They turned barbers into hones, s 
And maſons into free - tone 
Sworded magnetic Amazon 
Her ſhield toload-ftone changes; 
Then amorous ſword by magic belt 
Clung faſt unto her haunches. 250 
922 This ſhield long village did protect, 


And*kept the army from-town, * 


- Add chang'd the bullies into rocks, 
TLouhat came t' invade Long compton “. | 
She poſt-diluvian ſtone ummans, 255 
And Pyrrha's work unravels; - 
And ſtares Deucalion's hardy boys 
Into their primitive . 
Red noſes ſhe to rabies turns, 8 
And noddles into bricks. 22860 
* But George made dragon larative; 
W Res 


St. 


de 287 account of Relrich Stones, in Dr, Plott's Hip 
of 3 2 
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St. Geotge he was for England 3St. Deanit was for "IO 


Sing, "__ Heil oy wy 7 penſe.” 


* © % 


By u Meteager 
Acquir'd a laſting name, | 
And out of haunch of balted ſwine, 
Hle how'd eternal fame. 
This beaſt each hero's trouzers ript, 
And rudely ſhew'd his bare-breech, 


prickt but the wem, and out there came 
* >: Heroic guts and garbadge. 


Legs were ſecur'd by iron bolts 


No more, than peas by peaſcods : 
Braſs helmets, with incloſed ſculls. 


His tawny hairs erected were 
By rage, that was reſiſtleſs : 
And wrath, inſtead of cobler's wax, 
Did ſtiffen his riſing briſtle. 
His tuſks lay d dogs to fleep, that whip 
Nor bugle-horn cou'd' wake um: 
It made them vent both their laſt. bloods - 
And their laſt album · grecum. 
But the knight gor'd him with his ſpear, / 
To make of him a tame one, | 
And arrows thick, inſtead of cloves, - 
He ſtuck in monſter's gammon. 
For monumental pillar, tat 
His victory might be known, 


He rais'd up, in cylindrie form 


A oller of the braun: 


He ſent his ſhade to ſhades below, 
In . mud to wallow: 


10 8 * 


4565 
270 


| "73 
Wou'd crackle i in's mouth like cheſnuts. 


280 


289 


— — 
Is x 
72 e 


+ 
— 
- — — 

— — — 1 


—— 


—— — 


_ I : av 8 
322 „„ - Say Cs 
—_— % 
3 ——— 


— Of 


C + * 
—ͤ—ß4 +. <a —_ 


ET PIR PA 


— 4 


268 ANTIENT: SONGS 


Aud ebe the ſtout. St. George eftſoon / 295 
He made ite dragon follow, 
St. George he was for England ; St. Dennis was for . 


29 Sing, Honi ſoit qui mos eee 


Achilles of old Chiron learnt Ke: 
The great horſe for to ride; 300 
H' was taught by th Centaur's rational part, 
The hmnible tp beftride oo 
©:.% Bright filver feet; and thining face 
Had this ſtout hero's mother 5 00 J. 2 1 
„% — », 
And wounds us at the other. 
Her feet were bright, his feet were boi, 
As hawk purſuing fparrow : - | 11 
Her's had the metal, his the ſpeed = 7 
Of Barfoot's & fil ver arrow. Not 1 310 
Thetis to double pedagogne / 
Commits her deareft boy; ter | 
' © Who bred him from a fender twig 
To be the ſcourge of Troy: 1b 
But ere he laſht the Frojans, by was 20% 3156 


In Stygian waters ſteept: 19507 obs 1 . 


= 
— 


: 


As birch is ſoakedfiet in pifs, s,, 
When boys ate to be whipt © 
With ſkin exceeding hard, he — 8 10 
From lake, as black and muddy, 320 
As lobſters from the ocean rife, © 
With ſhell about their bod ?ꝰ?ꝰ·: 
And, as from lobſter's broken claw. 
Pick out the ſiſhi you might: Sir 1 
So might you from one . 5 5 A. 326 
Av N 


= 4 fomau htr-carrier Oxfed; t Boy bi pidturs 
0, 
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His myrmidons robb'd Priam's barns | | 


And hen-roofts, fays the ſong ; 
Carried away both corn and eggs, 


Like ants from whence they ſprung. 330 


Himſelf tore Hector's pantaloons, 
- And ſent him down bare-breechd 
To pedant Rhadamanthus, in 
_ A poſture to be fwitch'd. FIR 
But George he made the dragon look, 335 
As if he had been bewitch d. | 
8. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. | 


Full fatal to the Romans was | 
The Carthaginian Hanni-, 349 
bal, him I mean, who gave to them | 
A deviliſh thump at Cann : 
Moors thick, as goats on Penmenmaure, 
Stood on the Alpes's front: : 
Their one-eyed guide , like blinking mole, 345 
Bor'd thro” the . mount: 
2 Who, baffled by the maſſy rock, 
Took vinegar for relief; _ 
Like plowmen, when they hew their way 
Thro' ſtubborn rump of beef. 350 
As dancing louts from humid toes 
| Caſt atoms of ill favour __ 
"T's blinking Hyatt + when on vile crowd 
He merriment does endeavour, 
And on harmonious timber ſaws 355 
A wretched tune to quiver : 
Juſt ſo the Romans ſtunk at fight 
Of African carnivor, 
e 
* Hannibal had but one eye. 


| + 4 one-eyed fellow, who pretended to make fille as 
well as play on them; well neun in * 


— — 
— — — — 


— ons. — > — 7 
we" 
k - II”? 


* — 4 — gout % 
* ——_ A * — — — — 


TOO AEDT LS, dot wth Ae NS. wo 


W 88. s 
1 — FX. 


( 8 * 
— —ICEEE 


1 


Og, 


270. ANCIENTSONGS 


The tawny ſurface of bis phiz r 
Did ſerve inſtead of —_—_ 
But George he made the dragon have | 

A grumbling f in bis gizzard, 


| St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was — France. | 


«S852 


The warlike waſp enicourag'd em, 


With regiments of buzzing knights, TR 


Sing, Heni ſeit qui mal. y penſe. 
The valour of Domitian, 61565 £4.20 1505 365 
It muſt not be forgotten 3. nag 


Who from, the jaws of wor m-blowing 1 


Freed ſuppliant veal and mutton. - 
A ſquadron of flies errant, wo ad 29yieg 2,17 
Againſt the foe appears ; 100 1 KI W aig 70 


And ſwarms of volunteers: 


With animating hum ; KATH ; SIT 


And the loud brazen hornet next, 5 7 825 


* 


* 


£9 


A bee whipt thro? his button hole, 25 2% 


He was their kettle- drum 1 
. Spaniſh don Cantharido 5 

Did bim moſt ſorely peſter, 3 n 
And rais'd on ſkin of vent'rous knight 5 

Full many a plaguy bliſter. 1 od 380 


As thro” key hole a witch, BE 
And ſtabb'd him with her little tack 8 al 
Drawn out of ſeabbard breech : 


But the undaunted knight lifts w ne ag: 


I 


An arm ſo big and brawny, © cage | 
And flaſht her ſo, that here lay head, 
And there lay bag and honey: 88 
Then mongſt the rout he flew as bein, 
As weapon made by Cyclops, 13 b A 2390 
And bravely quell'd ſeditious buz, 80 
By dint of maſſy flyflops. r 
"Surviving flies do curſes breathe,” . _ Wee nl 


anten, ee 


3 <2 0 
*% N 8 Ne KP 53 * 4 
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But George he ſhav'd the dragon $ beard, 395 
And Aſkelon* was his razor. r 

St. George he was for England; St. Dennis was for France. 
Sing, Honi ſoit qui mal y penſ. 


„ 
LUEY AND COLIN 

—was Written þ A W Tickel, E55 the celebre- 
ted friend of Mr. Addiſon and editor of his works. 
was ſon of a Clergyman' in the north of England, had i 
education at Queens college Oxon, was under-ſecretary 
to Mr. Addiſon and Mr. Cragge; when ſutceſſruely ſecre- 
 taries of tate; and was laſtly (in June, 1724) appointed 
ſecretary to the Lords Juſtices in Ireland, which place he 
beld till his death in 1740. He acquired Mr. Addiſon's 
patronage by a poem in praiſe of the opera of. 3 
d vritten while be was at the Univerſity, | 

F Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace 

Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid ſtreag 

Reflect ſo fair a face. 


Till luckleſs love, and pining care RUPEE TRY 5 
Impair'd her roſy hue, | 

Her coral lip, and damaſk cheek, 
And eyes of glofly blue. 


Oh! have you ſeen a lily pale, | 
When beating rains'deſcend? "0 

So droop'd the flow-conſuming maid ; | 
c> Her life now near its en. 


By Lucy warn'd, of flattering ſeeins 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair: 


Of vengeance due to broken vows, _. R | 15 
Ve en ſwains, beware. . ; 


N 4 ©... 2; 1/4 Three 
Te name of St. ee, uit 


k — » 1 $4 
. 7 2 : ah 


n AN ENT SONOS 


0 Three times, all i In the ou uf night,” A £44 
And at her window, furieking 
The raven flap'd bis Wing. \, 


Too well the Ur . knew 
The folemn boding found 3 
And thus, in dying words, beſpoke | Wr © Sat 
; . KF} virgins weeping ound. | 
5 eee you cnn .. Ak 25 
e Which fays, I malt not ſta ?: 5 
H ſee a hand, v, perry il an ITO 
2 Ad eee me aa. Nen. it nn 
By a falſe heart, 1 broken vows, E of ; 
0 In early youth _ { 33® 
„ Am 1 to blame, becauſe his bride | 1 
« 1s thrice as fich as 1? Nen 8255 
dir of Burt 
* Ah Calin! give not her thy vo. 6: 
40 vows due to mit alone; . £9 
«© Nor thou, fond maid,. receive his "it, i 35 
Nor think him all thy own. 


CUT 


„To- morrow in the church e FAO 
2: © Inpatient, both prepare: a 
« But know, fond maid, ehe ole man, b 

hat hwy will be there. pl 29H 46 


« Then bear 47 . ye comrades, bear, 
. * The bridegroom blithe to meet; is; 
© "66 He in his wedding-trim ſo Say, b is 1 5 

U in my winding ect,” Herb 


44 


She ſpoke; the dy'd ;—her vas bebe, 4 
The bridegroom blith to meet; He 
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Hein bis wedding-trim fo gay, F 
vil She in her a N 2 


Then what were perjur'd Colirs thoughts Ns 

© "How were thoſe nuptials kept? 50 

The bride-men flock d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 


Confpßbn, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 

At once his boſom ſwell :  ... | 

The damps of death bedew'd his abs; N © 
He ſhook, he gron'd, he ag | 


From the vain bride (ah bride 10 more) | 
The varying crimſon, fed, 
When, ſtretch'd before her xival' « corſe, A 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 60 


Then to his Lat 5 nd grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 
One mould with her, beneath one- fod 
For ever now remains. 


Oft at their grave the vl hind | wget! : 65 
And plighted mail are Teen}”” 


With garlands gay, and true Iove knots | 257 
They deck the ſacred gree. | 


But, fwain forte bell. whoe'er thou art, \ + has 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear ;*” A BEES 
Remember Colin's dreadful _— Wwe 
And fear to meet him there. „ SPY 


e 1: XVI" adit bt av 0; 2.4] 
MARGARETs GHOST. 
m=—is the elegant production of David Mallet, Es 


"obo in the - edition * bis poems, 3 vols, 1759, in- 
1422 4. | » N 5 ale? 


MN N S 4 2 C ” 3 
* ** * N 


* 
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forms us that the A fled by the verſes 
quoted above in pag. 102, Jap be — 2 
beginning of ſome ballad now o: 
«« Theſe lines, ſays be, naked of ornament and fomple, 
4 they are, firuck my fancy; and bringi freſb into 
1 my mind an unPappy adventure much talk 227 former- : 
« ly, gave birth to 1 yer, which 25 writ- 
« ten many years age. 
The two introductory lines 7 n or t2v0 + * 
where) bad originally more of the ballad femplicity, vis. 
% hen all was ⁊prapt in dark CPE, \ 
And all Ol ſteep,” Oc. lo #: of L 
| | oof oli 
, WAS at the klent eln . 

| When night and morning meet; 01 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt, . 
. dan ſtood at William's feet.” b 


4 I 44 5 Ds SELL i TIS13 7g! 1 


x 


Her face was like an April l 18 
Clad in a wintry cloud : + matte I 84 

8 And clay-cold was her Wy hand, nts ro 
That held * fable ſhrowd. _ 


2 7 . * 
ile 9. 1 SS SJ a 


ESE... hall the Fireſt face appeat,..._ + fads 26 1G 
3 MWpben youth and years ane flown "IFN A 0 
5 5 Such i is the robe that kings muſt wear © 77 

_ When death has telt their crown. os IF Lo | 


+ Her bloom was like the ſpringing je EM . 
e That fips the ſilver dem 15 me 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, - 649 3 15 


111711 = 


" Ju opening to the views „ 


5 love Bad, like the canker worm, is 
Conſum dt her early prime: 
The toſe grew pale, and left ber et. Tr 


8 * W time. Ky! > vl * * \ Ad | 
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e Awake I ſhe cry d, thy true love calls, 
« Come from her midnight grave; 

« Now let thy pity hear the mad. 
« Thy love refus'd to ſave. 


> 
a4 


* 


. This is the dumb and dreary hour, BW. 25 
«© When injur'd ghoſts complain; 
%% Now yawning graves give up their dead, 
« To haunt the'faithleſs wan. 


© Rethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath: - 30 
« And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my trotu. 


« Why did you promiſe love to me, 
« And not that promiſe keep ?ꝰ 
« Why did you ſwear mine eyes were btight, 35 


«© Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? v 
How could you ſay my face was fair, ' 
« And yet that face forfake ? | 
«+ How could you win my virgin bet 
Vet leave that heart to break? 40 
| - i536 
« Why did you ſay my lip was ſweet, 


And made the ſcarlet pale? £ 
« And why did I, young witleſs maid, | 
I copy the rw 


« 
21 * > 4 


TER. tf ie 
% That . ct no more is ait 1＋* 45 
e Theſe lips no longer red: r ; | 
y v7 „Dark are my eyes, now clog'd i in death, 3 1 
And every charm is fled. Wt 


Sew *Q 


66 
ait ib ann 9 Wor! LT, The 


x 


wer, 15 1 fearful hour. % Edit. 
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e 40 The hungry worth my fiſter i is 5 | 
+ 4 This'wibdi T wear: Poo. 
And cold and weary laſts Sab, | 

| Till that laſt morn Ao | 


But hark! the eobk has warn'd me hence! 

A long and laſt adieu? N 

Oome ſee, falſe man, bor tow ts les, 1 
Who d for love of % 


The latk ſung loud gj the A fil, + 


65 3 With beams of roſy red: I 
7 r 
And raving left his bed. £5112 hs 6⁰ | 


He hyed him to the fatal place,. 
Where Margaret's body lay: 
: And ſtretch'd him on the 3 L 
| That wrapt ber breathleſs clay; WY». | 


Aud thrice he calt'd on Margarete name, 65 
And thrice he wept full ſore : (A. 4 | 
Then, laid bis check to her cold grave, 


\ 


S W 151 7 . 


a+ 


: XVI. non Pat wi, 7 IL 
THE vor Aub r MANTLE. 


As zEviSeD AND, ALTERED. wy. oY MODBAN, HAND, 


Since the former ſheets of this volume were printed off, 


Mr. Warton has gubliſbed a new ellition of this ingenious 
obſervations on Spenſ. 75 in which he bas given bis 1 
nion rep ihe e fon of of the Boy and the Mantle is taken 

rench piece intitled L covar MANTEL 


quoted 


be,; 5 Now birds did üng ng, and morning ſmile, 
eee eee | Shad 


AND'BALLADS uy 
quoted by M. de Se. Palaye in his curious Memoires ſur 


F ancienne Chewalerie Paris, 1959.12 tom; 1 2m. who 
tells us the flory reſembles that af  Ariofto's inchanted cup. 
'Tis poſſible our Eng 6% fp, may have taken the hint of 
this ſubjed from that old French romance, but he does not 
appear D have copied it in the manner of execution to 
which (if one may fudge from' the ſpecimen given in the 

Memoirs) that of the ballad does not bear the leaſt reſem- 
blance.” After all tis moſt likely that all the old ſtories 
concerning N. Arthur are originally of Britiſh growth, 
and that what the French and ather ſouthern nations 
have of this kind were at firſt exported fram this iſland. 
dee Memaires de I Acad. des Inſcrip. tor XX. 7 352. 


_- 


N Carleile dwelt king Arthur, 
A prince of paſſing might; 
And there maintain'd his table round, 
Beſet with many & knight; 15 Re | 
And there he kept his- Ohriſtemnaas 68 
With mirth and princely cheare, 2 
, When, lo! a ſtraunge and cunning boy 
Before him did x: a | 
. Jai mann 8a 
A kirtle, and Unken a vl ined cid TD 
>» This boy had him upon 10 
With brooches, rings, and owches | 
Full 4 e rg 906 Dad v0. nad Ve I 


Hold Gabon Wb: e oh ant rent | 
About his middle met: | 
| And thus, with ſeemely courteſy, 15 
7 Geb eber N e ee „ N 9lifor 20 
i t lie ank 
« God ſpeed thee, brave king Arthur, / | 
Thus feaſting in thy bowre, 
« And dena thy goodly queen, 


197, 4 That fair and peetleſſe flowre, — ve 


- 
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* 1 


3 

8 

Cr . = 
2 


ISA 


Te gallant lords, n 
I with you all take heed, 


* hen traitway: from his boſome . 
A little wand he drew; 


— 


| And with it eke a mantle © | 
Of wondrous Apes and bew. EY 


I * 


2 © Now have thou bete, Bay Went, 


No Lite it fall —. — 


* 


Have thou here of mee, 
« And give unto thy comely queen, 
. ann as you ſee. 


FECT 7 


„That once hath been to blame.“ 


Then every knight. in Arthurs court 


Slye glaunced at his dame. 


And firſt came lady Guenever, 


From top to toe it ſhiver'd _ 


BE 


The mantle ſhe muſt trye. 28 ; 
This dame, ſhe was new-fangled 8 - 
And of a es Ge ut ben od 


ry MIS 


When ſhe had * e 4d 
And all was with it cladde, - 


"7 7 
#3 94 


* tho' with ſheers mann 


N 14 
1 1 2 41 I 
2 | 44 £/ . a ++; F * 7 e 


ore while it eee 45 . 0 #4 


Another while too ſhort, 


And wrinkled on her ſhoulders: * 


8 97 "7x 


In moſt re K e e 


9 803 13 19999204; L115 


JT OH 60850 Sie ert 450 1 


* 


— 9 "I. 
_ * i 


. We what Je. deem a homies roſe | 
dns «Should prove a cankted weed.” 


% 
= 
\ * 

1 
> 
* 
o 
* 


23 


Now 


* 


OO 
« Beneath the green-wood tree, . 
„Than here, baſe king, among thy. groomes, 
ou The ſport of them and hee.” 
ani A 
« Sir Kay call'd, forth 22 - a e 
And bade her to gome beat: 
| ©. Yet dame, if thou, be guilty, 1 2 7 75 
« I pray thee now forbeat.” = 
M2362 QEA amn u a nod 
This lady, pertly giglings, - 7 tail 
With forward ſtep. came on, Nope 
And boldly to the little boy, * bak * 
With fearleſs face is . | 
Siwiaitich 4a u bib! 912511 1 
When ſhe had tane ee Abl 2mm 10 
With purpoſe for to wear 211 1 bag 
It ſhrunk up to her ſhoulder, |) 4 75 
; And left her b**ſide bare. 
ba 46681 Nee bun 10139; UW Thes 


- AND BALLADS.: 299 


Now green, now red it nem * 
Then all of fable hue” EW een 50 
« Beſhrewe me, quoth king Arthur, 61% 
I think thou beeſt not true.” 4 


Down the threw the mantte, 
Ne longer would not ſtay ; 
But ſtorming like a fury, 58 
To her chamber flung away. yr. 


She curſt the whoreſon weaver, © 


That had the mantle wrought: © 
And doubly curſt the froward impe, 
Who thither had it brought. © 60 


had rather hye in defarts, 11 


—_ — 


—— ee nee erent 0 _ 83 
— —— 2 
0 >a . — = 


ö | 
1 
a 
| 
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Then every mefry knight, 
That was in Arthur's: — is ce2ul? 
- Gib'd, and langht, and-flouted,.. 4.11.11 + 
© To ſee chat plaalunt pan, 8 


Downe ſhe threw the mantle, .....-. | rol] 
No longer bold or gag. 
>2 But with a face all pale and wan, 1 8 
To her chamber funk away. 12 01 


Ep pattering o'er his pr rp * as 25 
And proffer d to the little BE. . 
., Five nobles to his meed: + 


* 


. 
— 
FAY * 


» * 0 1 
1214 1 


% And all the time of Chriſtmaſs 
1 Plum-porr ridge Tha be bine, C ark f >» 90 
« If thou wilt let my lady fair" | | das 

0 edit the mantle fine.“ : 7 41 


N ar ier: 9 1100 +21 11 * 


A Rist his lady ſeemed, 

Wich ſtep demure, hull flow, 

And gravely to nag pk 07 198 2080 ne ge 

* th mi 0 2 
rhe ge n 


5 
N : 
; 


<zot 90 220 Ng T% ha - 


When he the ſame had taken, 2 
That was fo fine nd thin, be! 26 I 
It farivell'd all about her) 

And ſhow'd ber din Kin © 100 
« {+ ASH 3.41 $32} les) 4110 
Ab! little did HER mjincing, 
Or mis long prayers beſtead?; 1 7 57! 17 
q She had no more hung on her, 
SOT: \ Than « taile! and a thread. 108 Anni 7 


Down the threwe the id" T W : 7m 
Ge With terror and diſmay, And, 


. 
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And, with's fave of ſcarlet, 
To her e oe hied n 


„r Sie Cradock call'd his lady, 
And bade her to come neare : 110 


“ Come win this mantle, oy" # 
66 And ee me credit here | 


4 come win this hiv lady, | 

« For now it ſhall be thine, 
* —— lone anaife, 115 
40 Sith firſt I made _ mine.” 


With modeſt grace came on, 
| And vow to try the wondrous charm ESL 
Courageouſly i is gone. va 


When fhe had tane the mantle, 
And put it on her backe, 

About the hem it ſeemed | © ©! 
To wrinkle and to cracke. 


Le till, ſhe cryed, O mantle? 125 
And ſhame me not for nought, 

« Til freely own whate'er amiſs, 
Or blamefull T have wrought. 


« Once I kiſt fir Cradocke 
Beneathe the green- wood tree : 130 
« Once I kiſt fir Cradocke's mouth 
© Before he married mee.” 


When thus he had her fhriven, © © 
And her worſt fault had told, 
The mantle ſoon became her 136 - 


Right comely as it ſhold. Mott 


; | ( . 4 
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Moſt rich and fair, of colour, 
| Like gold it glittering ſhone: ge; 
And much the knights in Arthur's court | 

Admur'd her every one. 1140 


Then towards. * Arthur $ table. 51070 
be boy he turn d his eye: of bal 
_ Where ſtood a boar's-head _ 1 

With 2 er 2 9 
bart 'y 
11 When thrice he o'er mY n head 145 
His little wand had drawne, | 
; . he, There's never a cuckold' aſe, 
Can carve thib.hoad of ger I 


, 


Pr 


Then Law their whittles bot Dd 
h On whetſtone, and on hone: _, 150 
Some threwe them under the table, | | 
pm en e 2 u. a 


Sir Cradock Ro a letle yr u 9041 | 
Of ſteel and iron made; ai 0. | 
And in an inſtant thro” the Kull n 7 1 15 
He thruſt the ſhining blade. | 


He thruft the ſhining blade 3 
Full eaſily and faſt: ö Is 


And every knight in Anthars court | -+ 
A morſal ne 3 11 160 


a 
ry + 


The boy brought fortha Tg 0 
All golden was the tim: 

Said he, ** No cuckolde ever can + caf if 
Set mouth unto the brim. | 

. een, nel $316 Ac No 
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« No cuckold can this little horne 16 

« Lift fairly to his head: 1 1 | 
gut or on this, or that ide, 


NE. « He ſhall the liquor ſhed,” | + 


Some ſhed it on their ſhouldeer 


Some ſhed it on their thighg; 0 ba 


And hee that could not hit his mths; 
Was ſure to hit his eye. 


*- > 
* 


Thus he, that was a cuckold, 
Was known of every man: 

But Cradock lifted eaſily, - ../, , | -/ 
And wan the golden can. i*4 r 


Thus boar's head, horn and mantle 
. Were this fair couple's meed : 


And all ſuch conſtant lovers, 


God ſend them well to ſpeed. - 


Then down in rage came Guenever, 


And thus could ſpightful ſay, 
« Sir Cradock's wife moſt wrongfully .. 
«« Hath borne the prize away. 


DR | See yonder ſhameleſs woman, | 


„That makes herſelfe ſo clean; © 


Fet from her pillow t taken 


« Thrice ive gallants have been. 


40 Priefls EE and . men 
«© Have her lewd pillow preſt: 

% Yet ſhe the wonderous prize forſooth 
« Muſt beare from all the reſt.” 


. 237% 


- : 
185 
I. 


ms: 


Then | 


- 
— 
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— 
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Tpben beſpake the little boy, 
Who had the ſame in holdy 

„ Chaſtize thy wife, king — e 96 
Of ſpeech ſhe is too ho’! 


8 9 Of ſpeech ſhe is too bold, 
TL a Of carriage all too free; bed 
« Sir king; the hath eee vat” 
« A cuckold made of thee. 


All frolick, light and wanton, 

She hath her carriage borne : 
And given thee for a kingly crown 
0 wear a cukolds hore 

YE A Friend e with Betrifs Antiqui- 
ties, l now informs me, that the fl Rory of the Boy anD 
THE MANTLE fs 8 1 5h zobat is related i in ſome of 
the vid Welſb MSS. of Tegan Earfron, one of King Ar- 
thur's miſtreſſes. She is Jaid te have poſſeſſed a mantle 
that would not fit any immodeſt or incontinent women ; 
this (which, the old writers ſay, as reckoned among 
the — * n Fs Nene e ro N. the 


| old Welſb Ba Gim 240 


CarLEISLE, /o os od + in the Ballads of K. 
Arther, is probably a corruption of Cat r-LEON, an an- 
cient Britiſh city on * river Uſee. in Monmouthſbire, 
evbich. was one * th de Mages 57 K. Arthur's wr re- 


fade nce. 


1 A 67 


rue END or BOOK THE E THIRD 


ö " * 1 
e 2 * 8 * 2 - * . ws 
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AND SCOTTISH WORDS Fe 
VO /UME THE TWRD.. 


Such . the . cannot find here, be is deſired 
0 lool for in . n to tbe other 1 {l 
ee eee & bref: © 2 10 
A* au. 8. all.” 1 8. ⁊oith in, 22805 
Ab er, or. Bent. 8. 2 aſs ; alſo; xi 
Aff. 8. 5 al 19 fe fields, whe bents, oO 
Afore. before. grow. EN : 
. 5 Aith. s. ant. Bernes. 3 
Ane. 8. one ; an, 24. Beſeeme. Become. 
Ann. l, 8 © Beſhradde. cut into ſbreds. 
Aſtonied.  afteniſted : Pun: Beſhrew me! 4 * form 
ned. e tos: of impretation. | 
Auld. s. %%).  Blee. complexion.” 
Avowe. vw. HBlent. blended. © 
Aw. s. away. | Blinkan, blinkand. s. twinks 
Aye. ever ; alſo, ab! alas! ling, ſparklin 
Azant. s. bey _ i - Blinks.s. raintls ſparkle 
Azont the in eyond the Blinne. ce aſe, 
fire. The Fg were for- Blyth, blithe: eh ightly, 19: 
merly in the middle of the 1233 4 
rooms. B. 9 Blyth. p. 62. 199, ſorightl- | 
. 333 f 
Ban: courſe. Bookeſman. clerk, ſecretary, 
Banderolles. ts little Boon favour, requeſt, bett 
5.1. | n 
T3 s. bold. Baore. Born. 


Bedeene. en Bower, bowre. e breed 
Bedone. wrought, made up. 


t But 2 255. Ver. 16, probably alludes to * An Ps 
cient Or 


a red ribband oh * ae brea 
P. 337+ EIA 


er of Knighthood, called the Order 1 * the Band, 
inflituted by Don 5 8 king 0 . . to wear 
1 dee Ames "EG 


1 
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| £ 1 211 
wre-woman. s. 
er 7 be fide 
ae. s. f 1 
declivity. 1 Clead. s. clothed. 
1 r of Ari. RY clad; cleoathed' 
rand. ſaver erks. clergymen literati 
. Braſt. r. te. Ai . 
Biraw. s. brave. \ , .... Cliding.'s. cleathing. 
Breyde. drew out, eile. Cold, could p. 3. n 
r A Coleyne. Cologn-fleel. 
Brenn. s, Jurn., Con thanks > give Gags, e 
Bridal. — nuptial feaſt. Courtnals. p. 155 | 
Brigue. Bridge. Cramaſie. s. e. 
Bricled. carsedl. Cranion. Hull. 
Brooches.ornaments of j jeu Crinkle. run in and out, run 
Ano flexures, awrinkle. 
Brochr. s. ORE Crcok. twiſt. par en: di o 
Bugle, bugle-horn. 4 Bun tort. f 
ting born. Crowt. to le up. 
Burn, bourne. 23h Cum s. come. 
Bulk, dreſs, deck. D. 
But if, unleſs. Dank. moiſt, dump. 


Butt. . out dern. Deas, deis. the þ high-table i in 
15 a ball - Sent dais. ca- 


e. FR 
oh rh woo ö r 8. OY 


u LG, VT. 
_ 3 Aar. iv Dee. s. die. 
„ ſlave. * nn p. 24. preciouſy, | 


& — 8. cannot. 
J Canty. 8. l chatr. Das. 8. RW 
Carle. 2 churl, clown. ... Deid-bell. s. * pa. 


Carliſh. churliſb, Aiſcourte· Dell. narrow walley. 8 
ous. Delt. dealt. 

5 Cav. $. call. 1 — Deſcrye, deſcrive. ee 
- Caulk, s. cold. Demains. 9 ; Ys 
Certes. certain * in lands. | 
Che valiers. f. 2 Ding. knock, beat. 
Chap: s. knock. Dia, dinne. noiſe, bnſtle.” 


Chriſtentie. Chriflendene, Di "eo decked, Bie 
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Diſna. s. 450 „ Fee. reward, retompence 3 
Deſtrere. the horſe rode by a alſo, land, when itt con- 

knight in the tournament. netted avith the tenure by 
Doſend. s. drevely, TT „fre- "aobich it is held, as 

zen, doſing, Knight's fee, Cc. 
Doublet. 2 man's wel a Fer. fetched. 

ment ; waiſicoat. 
Doubt. fear. | * | or . 
Doubteous. * 

Drapping, s. droppin 
f d A "FREY teen. Feen 
Dule. s. dole, ' ſorrow. Flindars. 8. pieces, fy 
Dwellan, dwe land. s. drwel-. Flayne, flayed." 

ling. Forewearied. nyc h-aveari- 
Dyan, dyand. s. dying. en. 

E. eee therefore. | 

Earn. s. to curdle, make Fou', fow. s. full. 

cheeſe. . _.., Fourth. forth. 
Eather. s. either. Ftitae. s. fro. from. | © 
Ee; een, eyne. s. eye; eyes. F yled, fyling. Aeßled, * 


n. even, evening. 


Effund. pour forth. * — guit, give up, 1 
Eftſoon. ia @ ſhort time. fign. . . 

Eir. s. cer, ever. | G. 

Enouch. s. enough. Gae. s. gave. 

Eke. alſo. Gae, gaes. s. go, goes. 


Evaniſhed. s. vaniſhed. 
Everiche. every, each. . 
Everychone. ewery one. s. a wallet. 
Ew-bughts. s. the folds in Gaberlunzie- man. s. a al- 
| which the eas are kept. 
Ezar. s. p. 81. probably, a- gar, &c. 
. Sure. Gan. began, 

F. © | Gane. 8, gone. 
—_ glad, fond, well-pleaſ Gang. s. go. 


| 3 ar. s. male. 
alds. 8. 7 50 Gart, garred. alc 
Fallan', en a 5 


alling. Geid. 8. gave. 


Gated, gade. s. went. 


Falſer. 2 porrite. Geir. s. geer, goods, fene b 


Fa's. s. thou falleſt, | ture. 
Faw'n. s. fallen.” Gibed. jeered, * 
* faith, A Sie. 


* 1 


3 


Gaberfunzie. nee 


let-man, i. e. tinker, beg” | 
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vVuance. "th 5 6 


. 18 1 "do ID * 12 
Sins. begins. | In I dm. 00 
L. * 


Gip. Þ. 124. | IIgle. s. fire. 

Glee. merriment, joy... „ 8. Jo. 

Glen. s. a Dae eful. ah, Ne 
Glowr. 8, flare... Iſe. s. 1 ſoa 7 
Gloze. canting, aue. 1 


tion, fair r; Kame. 8. aw 
Good-cens evens.. | nos $, SONY 
Gawd. s. ep aaa 


ntle. 3 corner. p. $3. 


Greet. s. «4A 1 Kauk. (hi Sy 


: 
1 


SGSreroomes. . hr Keel. s. 


„ 


Hett, height. Bid, an ith. 8. /arb. 7 . 
Hewkes. CRE” coats. 5 s. lane, ber lane. by 
Hind. 8. behind. 7 a 5 LY her ſelf. N 


wants. -._  KRempt. ro 
Gude, guid. s. good. Ken. s. know. . 
Guerdon. reward, 3 . 8. FRurg RE 
Pak... 7-5 IR. 8. chu. gong 
| as he wy —_—_ 4 
Ha”. 8. Ball. a 5 wh. | 2 Kirtle. a petticoat upper gar 
Hame Bene. ment, woman's ghwn, 


Hauſs-bane. 7. 6, he Kitts. s. cheſts, | 
7 s. 8. be ſhall: alſo, he Kith. acquaintance. 


Knellan, knelland. 9, Inell- | 


Heathediich, the. Zeathen | ing, ring the inel. 
art of the world. _.. 8 . _ 
cke. want... 3 f 


Hats em, them, \ 


H 8. . Sean N pag 8. . 


255 8. 101% 7 hal x 
yo ad. plain. 
. pb Leech. e i 
Hooly. s. fowl. Leeſe. s. loſe. 
Hoſe. fockings. | Leid. 8. ed, 


H . bug, claſp. 3 OR” 


"Va, 8. auen, a 
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Lemman. lover” +" Mores. ae 
Leugh. s. laughed Morrownynges. mor 


| Lewd. Ply. 15,20 ſcandalous. Moſſes. ſwampy grou 
Nr 8. lightly, eaſily, vered with moſs. 

nimbly. Mote, mought, might. 
Lis: +. lie. Mou. s. mouth. 
Limitours riars licenſed to N. 

beg within certain limits. Na, nae. s. no. 
Limitacioune. @ certain pre- Naithing. s. nothing. 
einũ allowed to a limitour, Nane. s. none. 


Lither. naughty, wicked. E W l fond f 


Lobe, loed. s. love, lowed. of novelty, 

Lothly. loat Nicht. s. night. gy 

Loud's I heire. perhaps, loud Noble. a coin in ket 8d. 
as I Bear. p. 81. North-gales. North Wales. 

Lourd, lour. s. lever. rather. Nurtured. educated, bred up. 

Lues. luve. s. loves, love. O. 


Lyan, lyand. s. lying. | Obraid. s. upbraid, 
NO M. Ony. s. any. | 

Mair. more. Out-brayde. FCS out, un- 
Mait. s. might. ſheathed. 

Mark. acoininwvaluel 35. Ad. Owre. s. over. - 
. Maugre. in ſpite of  Owre-word.s. the laſt U 
Mavis. s. a thruſh. Owches, boſſes, or buttons of 
Maun. s. Muff. gold. 

Mawit. s. malt. 2 

Meed. reward. Pall. - y oak, or mantle of 
Micht. might. 

Mickle. much, great. ME ay a pilerimyaubs Hav 


1 4 ſmall inſet, a hind ing been at the Holy land, 


of gnat. carried a palm branch in 
Minttral. s. minftrel. muſi= his hand. 


£108; * ik Paramour: gallant, eur, 
Minftrelfie. muſch. miſtreſs. (7 
Minny. 8. mother. © Partake. . 167. parvicipati, 
Mirkie. dark, black, © aſſign to. 
 Miſhap. misfortune. Pattering. murmuring n. 
Mithe; 8. mother.” | bling. * | 
Moe. more. Pauky. s. , cunning. " 


Mold. mould, ground. Paynim. Pagan. 
Monand. aging, bemoan- Pearlins. s. p. 63. a coarſe 

ing. 3 Ee N 
Vo. III. Pe 


Diece. s. 5 109. 4 little. 


out chu, 


Narr 


Perill. da | 
. the 


nigbti ngale. 
Plaine. complarn. 


Plein. complain. 


Porcupig. poreupine. f. porc- 


epic. 
Let. 


Preas. 


face. 


A GLOSSAR Y. 
Peer, — with - Reeve. bailif. 


| Renneth, renning. — 
Peering. preping, bu running. | 


Reft. bereft. 


8 the officer, . 


eeps. the public regiſter. 
Tis Regiſter in Corbet's 
poems 1672, 8 vo. | 
Riddle. p. 69. 70. ſeems to 
be a cerruptian of Reade, 


i. e. adviſe. 


Poterver. p 3. Herbaps Poc- Rin. s. run. Ria ernind, 2 


contracteil way of Jpeating 


for run on an erran 


Rood. crofs, crucifix. 
Pricked. nie forward, Route. p. 87. go about, tra- 
mcg @ good round 


vel. 


Rudd. red, ruddy. 


: Priving. 8. proving, taſting. Rud-red. deep red, ruddy, 


uh 


Proweis. 
milttary gallantry. 


Puiſſant. frong. —2 


bravery, walour; Ruth. pit 


by 
Ruthfull. rofl, wuerful. - 


Purfel. an ornament of en Sa, face. s. /o. 


broidery: 
Purfelled. ee | 


Saft. s. ſoft. 


Saim. s. ſame: 
Sair. s. ſore. 


Quail. 3 yield, Sall. s. Hall. 


Quay. s. N young Cow. 


Sar ke. 8. ſbirt. 


| 4 baſe woman. Saut. 8. falt. 
Quell. 1 Say, eſſay. attempt. 
Quelch. a blow or bang. Scant. ſcarce. 
Quha. s. who. Seely. filly. 
.Quhair.. 8. where. Seething. boiling. 
Quhan. whan: s. ads. | bed. ſaid. + 
'Quhaneer. s. aubene er. Sel, ſell. elf. 
Quhen. s. when: Sen. 8 Ance. 


. o. guoth. 
* . 


- Quick. alive, diving. + 
Quitt. requite. | 


Rade. 8. rode. 


Raiſe. s, roſe. 


Wale, rede. . TY 


Seneſchall. maſter of the ce- 


remonies. 


Sey. 8. ſay, a kind of wooellen 
fruf, 
Skiee's 3. Ge ſhall. 
Sheene, _— | 
Shield- 
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Shield-bone. p. 91. the Stint. „top. | 


blade-bone. Stound. ſpace, moment, hour, 
Shent. 'ſhamed, diſgraced, time. 
Foun ne a Stow'n. 8. folen. 
ns,ſhipens. cow-houſes, Stowre. firong, robuſt . 
W en A. 8. cypen. 8 ſtowre. tir, * 
Shoone. /boes. bance, fight. 
Shope. ſhaped. Stude, fluid. 8. flood. 


Shread. cut into ſmall pieces. Summere. a ſumpter horſe. 
Shreeven, ſhriven. confeſſed Surceaſe. ceaſe. 


her fins. Sune. s. ſoon. I LEON 
' Shullen. ſhall.  _  Sweere, ſwire. neck. 
Sic, ſich. ſuch.  Syne. 8. then, afterwards, , 
Sick-like. s. ſuch- lile. 
Sighan, ſighand. s. fphing. Teene: \ ſorrow, grief. 
Siller. s. felver. Thewes. manners, In p. i 
Sith. fxce. it fgnifies limbs. 
Slaited. s. wiped; or per- Than. s. then. 5 
haps, whipped.  , Thair. s. here. » 
Sleath. /ayeth. © Thir. s. this, theſe. 
Slee. s. fly. Tho. then. - © 
Sna', ſnaw. 8. /now. Thrall. captive: 
Sooth. truth, true. Thrall. captivity. - 
Soth, ſothe. ditto: Thralldome. ditto: 
Sould. s. ſhould.  Thrang. chſe. 
Souldan. ſultan. Thrilled. keirks, 1 
Spack. s. ſpake. round. 
Sped. ſpeeded, ſucreeded. Thropes. willapes. 
Speik. s. hakt. _Fhocht. thought. . 
Speir. s. aſt, inquire. Tirled. wirled, | turned 
Speir. s. ſpear. round. © A 


Spill. peil, deſtrey, kill. Tone, tone. the one. 
Spillan, ſpilland. s. /pi//ing. Tor. æ tower; alſo a bigh- 
Spindles and whorles. the pointed rock, or hill. 7 
inſtruments ufed in Scot- Tres hardie. f. thrice-hardy. 
land, before the introduc- Trenchant. f. cutting. 
tion of ſpinning-wheels. Frieſt furth: s. draw forth to 
purging. frath that purges an aſſignation. 
Triſulcate. three-forked, 
Squelih. a blew, or bang. _ three-pointed. 


Stean. 8: fone. Tro. believe, truſt; alſe 
Steven. _ "OR - weril.. ; T7 4 
8 N Q 43 Froth. 
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: Troth. truth, ae © when, . | 
Ty ſh. an 22 of con- Whang. s. a lar — 5 


| tempt, or impatience...) Whilk. s. whic 
Ju W i Gs Whit: jar. 
27 es. knives, 


N 


b. 8. with. 
Vie human. creatures 

Nit ben. ferpent. . | 
Walked... eden from Vie now. . 
woad, z.e..of blue calaur. Wit, weet. 3 
Wae; waefo”. 8. woe, — Woe. aveeful, ſorrowful. 
Wad. 8. walde. would. 'Wode,wod.uced. Alſa, mad. 
Walker. a fuller of cloth. Woe-man. a ſorrowful man. 
Waltered, weltered. rolled Woe-worth. woe be to[ you.] 

along. Alſo wallawed.-\ Wood, wode. mad, furious, | 
Waly. eninttrjeAioneſgrief Wot. know, think, 
Warde. s. adviſe, forewarn. Wow. s. exclam. 0 wonder. 
Waſſel. drinking, good cheer. Wracke. ruin, deftrudiion. 
Wax to grow; become... | Wynne, win. joy. 7 
Wat. 8. wet. Alſo, leu. Wyt, wit, weet. know. 


Wate. s. blamed. CIS . 1 
Wayward. . eee | 
Wn. welfare. |, jar + Yate. gate. 
Farne 1 8. OS 


Weib 3 beg e, F 
n, e Nin "E " RN 


ee. 8. little. +, Y-wrought. A rky 
Weede. clathi e | n r e 
Weel. well. 2 „. de l.. 


Wee ee Ze. SET. re. 8. D. 5 


ien 7 Zees..s. ye ball. 
Wal rt, " ' Zellow: x yellow. ©. | 


2 = age HOY Zet. 8. h.. 
1 55 _ ge ng 8. Jung. * 
2 | Zou. 3. you. 20ur. 3. 30 
is n 8. 4 
4 by yourſelf. 


* ” Louth, 8. youth. 22 Wai! 
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